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ARIGO, the greatest healer In the world ’ 9 

— Henry K. Puharich, M.D., author of Vri 

The doctors watched in horror as Arigo 
shoved three pairs of scissors and two scalpels 
into the opening, each with a single violent 
movement. 

One doctor recalled the operation as follows: 

“Arigo was taking hold of one-half of the 
scissors. Then we began to see the other side of 
the scissors start to move alone. It was as if 
another hand had taken hold of them. 

'"He reached for a pair of tweezers, pushed 
them into the opening and took out a piece of 
tissue some thirty-one inches long and fifteen 
inches in width. 

“The patient was relaxed and unruffled during 
the whole process, which lasted only a few 
minutes. She reflected no pain at all.” 

What is described in ARIGO has been fully 
authenticated by a team of renowned physicians 

and by a motion picture of Arigo in action. 
Stills from this film are among the illustrations 
in this book. 


ARIGO: Surgeon of the Rusty Knife 

was originally published by 
the Thomas Y. Crowell Company. 


ARIGO: SURGEON OF THE RUSTY KNIFE 

Thomas Y. Crowell edition published J974 

POCKET BOOK edition published March, 1975 
5th printing September, 1975 



This POCKET BOOK edition includes every word contained 
in the original, higher-priced edition. It is printed from 
brand-new plates made from completely reset, clear, easy-to- 
read type. POCKET BOOK editions are published by POCKET 
BOOKS, a division of Simon & Schuster, Inc., 630 Fifth 
Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10020. Trademarks registered 
in the United States and other countries. 


Standard Book Number: 671-78823-x. 

Library of Congress Catalog Card Number: 74-3492. 

This POCKET BOOK edition is published by arrangement 
with Thomas Y. Crowell Company. Copyright, ©, 1974, by John 
G. Fuller. All rights reserved. This book, or portions thereof, may 
not be reproduced by any means without permission of the original 
publisher: Thomas Y. Crowell Company, 666 Fifth Avenue, 

New York, N.Y. 10019. 

Front cover design by Terry McKee, 

Printed in the U.S.A. 


Author s Note 


In this story, so strange, so incredible, there are un- 
disputed facts, facts that cannot be denied, cannot be 
altered even by the most obdurate skeptic. 

It is an established fact that Ze Arigo, the peasant 
Brazilian surgeon-healer, could cut through the flesh and 
viscera with an unclean kitchen- or pocketknife and there 
would be no pain, no hemostasis — the tying off of blood 
vessels — and no need for stitches. It is a fact that he could 
stop the flow of blood with a sharp verbal command. It 
is a fact that there would be no ensuing infection, even 
though no antisepsis was used. 

It is a fact that he could write swiftly some of the 
most sophisticated prescriptions in modem pharmacology, 
yet he never went beyond third grade and never studied 
the subject. It is a fact that he could almost instantly 
make clear, accurate, and confirmable diagnoses or blood 
pressure readings with scarcely a glance at the patient. 

It is a fact that both Brazilian and American doctors 
have verified Arigo’s healings and have taken explicit color 
motion pictures of his work and operations. It is a fact 
that Arigo treated over three hundred patients a day for 
nearly two decades and never charged for his services. 

It is a fact that among his patients were leading exec- 
utives, statesmen, lawyers, scientists, doctors, aristocrats 
from many countries, as well as the poor and desolate. 
It is a fact that Brazil’s former President, Juscelmo 
Kubitschek, the creator of the capital city of Brasilia and 
himself a physician, brought his daughter to Arigo for 
successful treatment. It is a fact that Arigo brought about 
medically confirmed cures in cases of cancer and other 
fatal diseases that had been given up as hopeless by lead- 
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mg doctors and hospitals in some of the most advanced 
countries in the Western world. 

But none of these facts, all carefully brought together 
and examined, can add up to an explanation. And it is 
for this reason that this story is so difficult to write. The 
question keeps repeating itself in my mind: How am I 
going to write this story so that the reader will believe it 
— especially when I had so much trouble believing it my- 
self until completing the research in Brazil? 

Any understanding of the events here must arise from 
an understanding of the atmosphere and culture of Brazil 
itself. It is a country of contrasts, a country of vast wilder- 
ness and of bristling modem cities. Sao Paulo, for in- 
stance, is a city of nearly eight million, approximately 
twice as large as Chicago or Los Angeles. Belo Horizonte, 
in the plateau region northwest of Rio, is larger than 
Baltimore, Washington, or San Francisco. Yet it is a city 
little known to most people in the United States. Its 
population ranges from highly sophisticated intellectuals 
and scientists to primitive Amazon Indians. 

Most important to understand in this story is the preva- 
lence in Brazil of a willingness to accept paraphysical hap- 
penings as basic realities. This willingness cuts across all 
social and economic lines. In fact, it almost seems that the 
more sophisticated and educated the group, the more like- 
lihood there is of acceptance of a philosophy known as 
Kardecism, springing from the writings of a nineteenth- 
century French mystic known as Allan Kardec, a French 
professor whose real name was Denizard Rivail. 

The Kardecists flatly believe in the rational reality of 
the spirit world, and in communication with and effective 
use of it. They believe In reincarnation. The Kardecists are 
known as intellectual “spiritists” who do not believe in 
ritual and paganism. They meet quietly, most often in 
private homes, and embrace most of the tenets of Christian- 
ity. They believe, however, that they can draw on the 
power and knowledge of the spirit world through mediums 
who are carefully trained for this purpose. 

Some Kardec theorists who are knowledgeable about 
every aspect of Freudian theory believe that “possession” 
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is a phenomenon that has been overlooked in the headlong 
development of modem psychotherapy, and that there is 
rational and viable evidence that many cases of psychosis 
from schizophrenia to dementia praecox could be ascribed 
to the phenomenon of “possession” by an alleged spirit 
that refuses to accept the fact that he or she is dead. The 
spirit, whether good or bad, is said to be “incorporated” in 
the living body of a receptive person. 

This idea is mostly rejected by the modem pragmatic 
mind, and “possession” has been summarily dismissed by 
medical science without either positive or negative evi- 
dence being examined until recently. Catholicism has long 
struggled with the problem, but remains ambivalent about 
it. 

“Possession” is a very heady concept for the material- 
istic mind to accept or cope with. Modern parapsychology 
is beginning to reexamine the concept, although gingerly. 
There are other signs on the horizon that foreshadow a re- 
awakening of interest in this area, not only in Brazil but 
also in the United States. It may or may not have been an 
accident that the novel The Exorcist rode the best-seller 
lists for so many months. Many people do not realize that 
this story was based on an actual documented case of 
possession in the archives of the Catholic Church, and that 
there are many recorded cases similar to it. 

Any serious exploration into this field in the United 
States is bound to raise eyebrows. There are many good 
reasons why it should. Charlatans and irresponsible writers 
have created so much static and high noise level, without 
any reliable documentation, that they defeat their own 
cause. Anyone exploring a strange phenomenon has to 
assume that the burden of proof lies on his shoulders. The 
more strange it is, the greater the documentation needed, 
and the greater the need for understatement. 

No other so-called “psychic surgeon” in Brazil or the 
world has been confirmed and documented as thoroughly 
as Arigo. Many reports have come from the Philippines 
about feats of surgery by untutored and untrained psychics 
there, but there has been a constant exposure of trickery in 
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their work. Further, their lack of cooperation with medical 
researchers has made their case untenable. 

Arigo was unique. He cooperated in every possible way 
with medical science in the hope that he could discover for 
himself the strange mechanism that created his inexplica- 
ble powers. He defies classification. What he did was 
vividly real. How he did it remains a mystery and a chal- 
lenge for science. 


John G. Fuller 
Westport, Connecticut 


From Time Magazine 
October 16, 1972: 


“Even before he died last year in an auto- 
mobile accident at the age of 49, the peasant 
known as Arigo had become a legend in his 
native Brazil. Claiming to be guided by the wise 
voice of a long-deceased physician whom he had 
never known personally, the uneducated healer 
saw as many as 300 patients a day, diagnosing 
and treating them in minutes ... He treated 
almost every known ailment, and most of his 
patients not only survived but actually improved 
or recovered. 

A few years ago, reports on the exploits of 
such miracle workers would have drawn little 
more than derision from the scientifically-trained. 
Now, however, many medical researchers are 
showing a new open-mindedness toward so-called 
psychic healing and other methods not taught in 
medical schools.” 
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It was almost dark as the Volkswagen microbus twisted 
along the serpentine road from Rio de Janeiro, four 
hundred kilometers to the south, toward the village of 
Congonhas do Campo. The green mountains, roiling like 
a rumpled billiard table, had turned to a purple-gray as 
the hot Brazilian sun deserted them. The Rio highway, 
known as BR-3, favored the gentlest possible route 
through this mining country, where black gold and iron 
had magnetized the attention of European and North 
American exploiters since Brazil’s earliest colonial days. 
At twilight, the bare emerald surface of the treeless moun- 
tains changes from stunning brilliance to an ominous aura 
that historically has engendered myths and legends. 

Inside the microbus were four men: two interpreters, 
university students from the University of Rio de Janeiro, 
and two Americans of widely divergent backgrounds. 
Henry Belk, a rangy, congenial, fiftyish Southerner from 
North Carolina who was both a successful businessman 
and an intellectual adventurer, had been at the wheel for 
nearly ten hours, dodging overexuberant Brazilian drivers 
ami maneuvering around the precipitous hairpin turns with 
considerable skill. Beside him was Dn Henry K, Puharich 
(he rarely used his given name, Audrija), with a medical 
degree from Northwestern University and a specialty in 
bioengineering. Ho further had a [ifoclivity for trying to 
fuse and consolidate his extensive scientific background 
with little-understood psychic phenomena. An alert and 
articulate man in his forties, he had been drawn together 
with Belk in an exploration of the unusual faculties of 
Peter Hurkos, the medium whose ESP prowess had en- 
gendered considerable attention among both scientists and 
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law enforcement agencies when he located missing persons 
and solved some knotty cases by clairvoyance. 

But it was not Hurkos they were seeking out in these 
sweeping plateau highlands of Brazil. It was a man called 
Ze Arigo, a dynamic Brazilian of peasant stock whose 
fame had reached the ears of Belk in his own explorations 
of the paranormal. Belk had set up an extensive research 
foundation for just such inquiries. He had persuaded 
Puharich to join him in an investigation of Arigo, whose 
medical cures kept him on the front pages of Brazilian 
newspapers and whose exploits were rumored to border 
on the miraculous. 

By the time dark had closed in, the bus still had not 
reached Congonhas do Carnpo, and it was after ten before 
they stumbled on the rather shabby little town of Consel- 
heiro Lafaiete, a railroad-mining village on the plateau, 
twenty kilometers short of their target. A hotel in the vil- 
lage looked black and uninviting, and they decided to 
press on, late as it was, under the peculiarly brilliant stars 
that hung like lamps over the mountains, now chilled by 
the darkness. 

Tired from the long drive, Puharich found himself won- 
dering just what he was doing in this offbeat part of the 
world. He had reached that point in the expedition where 
he wondered whether he should ever have set out on it. 
Belk was finding his enthusiasm waning, too, although 
neither had yet cast eyes on the object of their inquiry, the 
man known as Arigo. 

They had little enough to go on, but the clues were 
intriguing; In Rio, Dr. Lauro Naiva, a doctor who had 
studied medicine in the United States, had vouched for 
the reality of Ze Arigo’s healings, but told them that a 
major investigation was necessary to verify the lood of 
stories that were emanating from the village of Congonhas. 
He had insisted that Arigo had to be seen to be believed, 
that no amount of description could project the power and 
force of the man. 

They had also encountered John Laurance in Rio, a 
systems engineer in RCA’s space program, and an execu- 
tive who had served on the advisory committee in setting 
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up NASA. Laurance had been discovering that not only 
Arigo was worthy of a full-scale investigation, but the 
entire Brazilian healing scene, with its unorthodox use of 
the paranormal in both surgery and medicine. 

These leads* among others, tempered the exhaustion 
from the long drive and held the promise of an illumi- 
nating discovery* if indeed the facts did check out* When 
the microbus finally did limp into the narrow, twisting 
streets of Congonhas late on the night of August 21, 1963, 
the search for bed and shelter overrode any thought of 
scientific discovery. In the dark, the surpassing beauty of 
the little plateau town was nowhere evident; all they could 
find was a small, scrubby pension on a cobbled street. 
But at least there was a cubicle and bed for each, and the 
anticipation of encountering a strange unknown quantity 
on the following day. 

Congonhas do Campo sits in a crease of the plateau 
mountains of the state of Minas Gerais. Except when the 
towering thunderheads split open and release a cascade of 
.water, when rivers become swollen and angry, the climate 
is fresh and stimulating. Nearly half of the world’s gold 
came from Minas Gerais in colonial times; diamonds and 
semiprecious stones match the lure of its rich iron ore 
today. With the mountains rimming Congonhas, the sun 
comes up later and goes down earlier, leaving ample room 
for the atmosphere of mysticism that abounds all through 
Minas Gerais. 

Om of this mysticism grew the works of sculpture which 
today draw visitors to Congonhas from over the world— 
the twelve Biblical prophets of AMjadinho. Exquisitely 
carved from soapstone in the eighteenth century, they 
stand like life-size sentinels surrounding the high terrace 
of the Church of Bom Jesus, overlooking the village and 
gazing outward over sweeping distant visLas, Aleijadinho 
had been crippled with leprosy, but he had chipped away 
at the stone with tools strapped to his withered stumps of 
arms. Yet the precision ol his works is magnificent and 
emotionally overpowering. Some call them minor miracles 
Over sixty life-size figures of Christ and the Crucifixion, 
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carved from cedar, are housed in small chapels in the hilly 
garden of the church. Both the wooden and stone statues 
are so vivid and lifelike that they have a profound effect 
on villagers and tourists. 

On the bright, newly washed morning that followed 
their long trip, Belk and Puharich and their interpreters 
rose with the sun and prepared to find the strange peasant 
that had brought them so many miles. Reports had been 
that Arigo began work early. They were directed to the 
narrow cobblestone street called Rua Marechal Floriano, 
barely wide enough for a car to squeeze by. The town was 
just beginning to stir. A gaucho passed them on horseback, 
a riderless mule behind him. The man nodded in a friendly 
Brazilian way and continued on with only a casual back- 
ward glance at the two Americans. 

They found Arigo’s small “clinic” on a corner, a modest, 
undistinguished one-story cement building. Already over 
fifty people were waiting expectantly in the street, although 
the clinic had not opened yet. The town was bisected by 
a small, muddy river, where swarms of vultures were feast- 
ing on some undiscemible carrion. Beside it, the visitors 
found an open restaurant, not particularly appetizing, but 
serviceable in the face of morning hunger. 

Having reached their destination after so long and 
arduous a trip, Belk and Puharich were less than elated; 
doubts continued to set in. They were to be joined that 
afternoon by Jorge Rizzini, a journalist and documentary 
film producer from Sao Paulo, who had been among the 
first to bring Arigo to the attention of the country. Rizzini, 
who was convinced of the validity of Arigo’s work from 
his former visits to Congonhas, was most eager to establish 
objective scientific verification. 

He had color motion pictures of several of the major 
operations Arigo had performed. These films were of ex- 
treme importance to Belk and Puharichs investigation, be- 
cause they had learned on arrival in Brazil that both the 
Brazilian medical society and the Catholic Church were 
pressing a lawsuit against Arigo — -not only for the illegal 
practice of medicine but for witchcraft as well. Reports 
were that Arigo was being extremely cautious about major 
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surgery in the face of the legal charges. Rizzini, who was 
highly recommended to the Americans as a stable and 
level-headed journalist, had another qualification of major 
interest: his wife had been cured of crippling arthritis by 
Arigo; his daughter of leukemia. He would, they learned, 
be able to document this in great detail. 

By seven in the morning there were nearly two hundred 
people In the streets as the doors to the strange clinic — a 
dilapidated former church — were opened. An old blind 
man, propping himself up with his cane; a slender, aristo- 
cratic woman of about forty, in a flowered print dress; a 
pale, thin man with an enormous goiter; a wan child in a 
wheelchair; a stout, busty black woman, holding her eyes 
with a handkerchief. They and the multitude behind them 
stood mutely in the line that now wound around the 
comer and all along the cobblestones of Rua Marechal 
Floriano. Most were from other parts of Brazil or South 
America, having come by bus or train or auto. 

The word had obviously gone around the village that 
die research team had arrived, although the Americans 
had not announced their visit in advance. As the four 
men approached the door, they were unceremoniously 
waved ahead of the patients into die clinic by a soft- 
spoken black man named Altimiro. Inside was a powerful, 
barrel-chested man in a dark sport shirt and slacks, and 
muddy shoes. He had a thick black mustache, a generous 
crop of equally black hair, a bronzed face, and striking, 
penetrating eyes. He appeared unshaven and rustic. There 
was little need to ask who this was; it was Arigo. He 
greeted them warmly, as if he already knew where they 
were from and why they were there. 

Far from mystical in appearance, he looked like a cross 
between a congenial truck driver and a local politician — 
which J uharich later learned was one of Arigo’s consum- 
mate ambitions. In this Arigo was hampered, however. He 
had never gone beyond third grade. 

ey could stay and observe as long as they wished, he 
told Belk and Puharich through the interpreters, and were 
free to interview any of the patients and to ask any ques- 
tions. In his early forties, Arigo seemed so burly, normal, 
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and friendly that the Americans were taken slightly aback. 
After the initial shock, they leaned against the rough 
plaster wall and watched the patients move hesitatingly 
into the building, single file. 

Inside the door was a large, barnlike room with pale 
lime-green plaster walls and a tile floor of geometric black 
and white design. There were rough wooden benches 
around the walls, and several rows in the center of the 
room, arranged like church pews. Lonely and despondent, 
the group moved silently to the wormy benches, then lined 
themselves against the wall when the benches were filled. 
The room, dark and musty, and now crowded, was framed 
by several doorways. One led to a room with two or three 
cots in it; it was unoccupied. Another led to the cubicle 
where Arigo worked. It held only a chair and a crude 
wooden table. Behind them was a picture of Christ, with a 
crucifix on the wall nearby. 

On the walls also were several crude, hand-printed 
signs. A large one, stroked with black crayon letters on a 
crumpled piece of brown paper, read: 

THINK AND OBSERVE THE OTHERS’ 

SILENCE, FAITH, AND DEVOTION 

Smaller signs beneath it read: 

DON’T LEAN AGAINST THE WALL 
THINK OF JESUS 
WAIT IN AN ORDERLY MANNER 

To Puharich, there was something strange and unreal 
about the atmosphere, almost as if he were watching a 
scene from Twilight Zone . There seemed to be a mood of 
quiet chaos in the rooms, an air of both expectancy and 
despair. By now, the interpreters had passed along the 
news that the gossip in the line had been all about the 
“Americano doctor” who was here to watch. Several pa- 
tients glanced uneasily in Puharich’s and B elk’s direction. 

In a few moments, Arigo stepped to the center of the 
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room. He spoke Portuguese in a rough, peasant accent. 
Softly, the interpreters translated what he said. 

It was not he, Arigo told the gathering, but Jesus who 
brought about the cures. He said that he knew the anguish 
of the paralytics and the despair of the ill. He pointed out 
that each man has his own religion and that he did not 
want to know the conviction of any man. 

“All religions are good,” he said. “Is this not true?” 

There was a murmur of agreement. Then he went on to 
denounce the fetishes and incantations of Quimbanda, one 
of Brazil’s primitive ritualistic sects. This was not a true 
religion, he told them, and could never be considered as 
such. Whatever he was, the husky, dark-haired Arigo was 
firm and positive in his convictions, with a unique magne- 
tism. 

In the next moment, he was off on a sustained tirade 
against smoking and alcohol. There was no ambiguity in 
his disdain of these practices. He spoke gruffly, angrily, 
revealing several quirks and prejudices as he did so. 
Drinking and gambling, he was saying, were the curse of 
men, along with lying and cheating. But for women, smok- 
ing was the heinous crime — sufficient, perhaps, to justify a 
husband taking another woman. 

Then, in his strange, mercurial way, he joked with the 
people for a moment; abruptly he became serious again 
as he led them in a recital of the Lord’s Prayer. 

As he did so, the conviction that they had come to 
Congonhas on a wild-goose chase grew in the minds of 
both Belk and Puharich. As moving and poignant as the 
scene was up to this moment, it was hardly a jump-off 
point for a scientific investigation. Arigo, his hands clasped 
and head lifted as he said the prayer, seemed more a 
small-town preacher at a tent meeting in the Bible belt 
than a phenomenon that had excited so much interest in 
all of Brazil and most of South America. 

The prayer finished, Arigo turned quickly and went into 
his cubicle, closing the door after him. Some of the pa- 
tients shifted uneasily on the benches; others went into 
whispered conversations. Two assistants, youthful dark 
skinned girls, moved about the room quietly checking the 
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order in which the patients would line up along the wall, 
facing them toward the small barren room where Arigo 
would begin his consultations at his table. 

In a comer of the large outside room, a soft-spoken 
male assistant with soft, sad eyes sat at an ancient type- 
writer, waiting for the morning’s activities to start. His 
function was not yet clear to the Americans. Nor did they 
know what quite to expect as far as Arigo was concerned. 
He had entered the small room alone. But in moments, he 
came back out of it, briskly. 

He seemed to be totally a different person. He held his 
head high, almost arrogantly. His eyes, very burning and 
penetrating before he entered the room, were now radi- 
antly piercing, but at the same time withdrawn, almost as 
if they were out of focus. They glistened in the dim light of 
the room. Now he spoke sharply, like a Prussian officer. 
The interpreters noted a thick German accent in his Portu- 
guese, harsh and guttural. 

Arigo pointed to another sign on the wall, which read: 
NO ONE WILL BE TAKEN CARE OF TODAY WHO HAS TAKEN 
ANY ALCOHOLIC DRINK. COME BACK TOMORROW WITHOUT 
ANYTHING TO DRINK. 

Then, imperiously, he walked over to Puharich and 
Belk. “Come,” he said, and led them through the now- 
open door of Ms treatment room. The attendants moved 
the line of patients up, along the wall of the big room and 
into the smaller one, where the first dozen patients took 
their positions. Arigo summarily ordered the two Ameri- 
cans to stand by the table. “There is nothing to Mde here,” 
he said. “I am happy to have you watch. I must assure you 
that what I do is safe — and that the people who are ill be- 
come well.” He said this with the great confidence of a 
Prussian general, quite out of character with Ms former 
rural bearing. 

Suddenly and without ceremony, he roughly took the 
first man in line — an elderly, well-dressed gentleman in an 
impeccable gray sharkskin suit, firmly grasped his shoul- 
ders, and held him against the wall, directly under the sign 
think of jesus. Puharich, standing next to the man, was 
startled by the action, wondered what to expect next. 
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Then, without a word, Arigo picked up a four-inch stain- 
less steel paring knife with a cocobolo-wood handle, and 
literally plunged it into the man’s left eye, under the lid 
and deep up into the eye socket. 

In spite of his years of medical practice and experience, 
Puharich was shocked and stunned. He was even more so 
when Arigo began violently scraping the knife between the 
ocular globe and the inside of the lid, pressing up into the 
sinus area with uninhibited force. The man was wide 
awake, fully conscious, and showed no fear whatever. He 
did not move or flinch. A woman in the background 
screamed. Another fainted. Then Arigo levered the eye so 
that it extruded from the socket. The patient, still utterly 
calm, seemed bothered by only one thing: a fly that had 
landed on his cheek. At the moment his eye was literally 
tilted out of its socket, he calmly brushed the fly away 
from his cheek. 

As he made these motions, Arigo hardly looked at his 
subject, and at one point turned away to address an assist- 
ant while his hand continued to scrape and plunge without 
letup. In another moment, he turned away from the pa- 
tient completely, letting the knife dangle half out of the 
eye. 

Then he turned abruptly to Puharich and asked him to 
place his finger on the eyelid, so that he could feel the 
point of the knife under the skin. By this time, Puharich 
was almost in a state of shock, but he did so, clearly feel- 
ing the point of the knife through the skin. Quickly, Puhar- 
ich asked one of the interpreters to ask the patient what 
he felt. The patient spoke calmly and without excitement, 
merely stating that although he was well aware of the 
knife, he felt no pain or discomfort. 

Arigo, still speaking in a harsh German accent, told 
them that he often used this technique as either a diag- 
nostic tool or for eye operations. To Puharich, this vio- 
lated every medical technique he had known in his twenty 
years of experience since studying medicine at North- 
western. For Belk, who had studied psychology at Duke, 
the procedure was simply inconceivable. He felt limp and 
slightly nauseated. 
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Within a few moments, Arigo withdrew the paring knife 
from the eye, bringing out with it a smear of pus on the 
point. He noted it with satisfaction, then unceremoniously 
wiped the knife on his sport shirt and dismissed the pa- 
tient. “You will be well, my friend,” he said. Then he 
called the next patient The entire “examination” had 
taken less than a minute. 

The scene began moving so swiftly that neither Puharich 
nor Belk had time to collect his thoughts. Puharich was at 
least able to think fast enough to stop the first patient and 
make a quick examination of his eye. There was no lacer- 
ation, no redness, no sign of irritation. The patient ex- 
plained through the interpreter that he felt altogether 
normal, that he had had no anesthesia beforehand, and 
that he had complete faith in Arigo. By now the second 
patient had been passed through Arigo and was headed 
toward the assistant and his typewriter in the comer of 
the larger room, carrying a slip of paper with some sort of 
prescription scrawled on it. 

Puharich and Belk watched incredulously as the people 
moved up in line to the table, rich and poor, of all ages. 
Arigo would barely glance at them. For most, his hand 
began almost automatically scribbling a prescription at 
incredible speed, as if his pen were slipping across a sheet 
of ice. Occasionally he would rise, place a patient against 
the wall, wipe the paring knife on his shirt again, drive it 
brutally into a tumor or cyst or another eye or ear, and 
remove whatever the offending tissue was, In a matter of 
seconds. 

There was no anesthesia, no hypnotic suggestion, no 
antisepsis — and practically no bleeding beyond a trickle. 
Thep did not observe Arigo’s reported ability to make 
blood stop on verbal command. But they noted that he 
rarely asked a question of a patient; Ms diagnosis was 
wordless and immediate. In the speed and confusion of 
the first scores of patients on that morning, Puharich was 
content simply to watch and observe. 

Obviously, there was much checking to be done. These 
prescriptions — what were they? How could Arigo write 
them so fast, barely looking at the paper, never taking 
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time to analyze either the prescription or the patient? 
How could he possibly get the alleged miraculous results, 
when he spent so little time with each patient? How 
could the assistant read the hopeless scrawl on the plain 
sheet of paper to translate it for the pharmacist? Where 
had Arigo learned his pharmacology? How could he 
expect to arrive at a rational therapy without an examina- 
tion of the patient or without even asking questions? How 
could a patient feel no pain when a paring knife was 
brutally pushed into one of the most sensitive and painful 
areas of the body — the eye? These questions would have 
to be suspended until full and incisive study could be 
made. 

It seemed that Arigo averaged less than a minute for 
each patient. Arigo, obviously with tongue in cheek, 
insisted that whatever surgical work he would be doing at 
this time was merely an examination. He was actually 
under court injunction not to operate. 

Recalling the scene later, Puharich said: “It was the 
first time in my life when I’ve seen a scene like this. 
Where, one minute from the time a patient steps up, until 
the time he leaves, he either receives a prescription or an 
actual operation, and walks out without any pain or 
disablement. Arigo never said much of anything. It was 
like a nightmare. Belk and I were looking at each other, 
speechless. We really felt we were in a science fiction 
atmosphere. Belk, who wasn’t a medical man, finally had 
to walk out of the room. I continued watching. It sort of 
piles in on you. These people step up — they’re all sick. 
One had a big goiter. Arigo just picked up the paring 
knife, cut it open, popped the goiter out, slapped it in her 
hand, wiped the opening with a piece of dirty cotton, and 
off she went. It hardly bled at all. 

"But there was no opportunity to follow up anything at 
this time. He was working so fast that it was impossible 
to catch a patient before they stepped up. You were afraid 
to talk to any of them immediately afterward, because 
you didn t want to miss anything coming up. This first 
exposure to this man was almost too much to compre- 
hend.” 
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By eleven that morning, Arigo had treated some two 
hundred patients. A dozen or so he sent away, summarily, 
gruffly telling them that any ordinary doctor could handle 
their complaints. Others he scolded or chided. There had 
already been about ten eye and ear surgery cases. Each 
operation averaged only half a minute. 

The surgery routine was almost always the same. The 
swift, almost brutal plunge of the paring knife. The 
violent and apparently careless maneuvering of the blade 
under the eyelid, or whatever part of the body he was 
working on, the casual wiping of the blade on his shirt. 

In no case was there any preoperative procedure — no 
anesthesia, no sterile precautions, no hypnotic suggestion 
whatever. The patients stood by the wall, fully conscious, 
and walked out of the room without assistance. Puharich 
was watching carefully for hypnosis; it could at least 
explain part of the procedure. But there was no evidence 
of it. If anything, Arigo himself seemed to be in a trance 
state. This, Puharich and Belk later surmised, might 
account for the strange explanation they had heard in 
their earlier inquiries about Arigo, before they left Rio, It 
was alleged that Arigo claimed he incorporated the spirit 
of a deceased German doctor, whom he identified as Dr. 
Adolpho Fritz. It was Dr. Fritz, Arigo claimed, who did 
the operating and the prescribing of the complex phar- 
maceutical agents he wrote so swiftly. It was DTI Fritz, 
a German physician who had died in 1918, who provided 
the instantaneous diagnoses. 

Both Belk and Puharich, with their interest and ex- 
perience in exploring the paranormal, were at least willing 
to examine this bizarre explanation with an open mind. 
On this day, not even the incredible objective evidence of 
Arigo’s prowess could be adequately assessed. The facts 
that were piling up in chaotic profusion revealed one 
certainty: that Arigo was violating every rational proce- 
dure of medicine and surgery. And it was becoming 
evident that only the most extensive, lengthy study and 
technical evaluation could create an intelligent appraisal 
of that. The exotic and ephemeral concept of some sort 
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of benign possession by a deceased German physician was 
too incredible to even consider at this time. 

Promptly at eleven, Arigo rose from his small chair by 
the wooden table and declared the session at an end. He 
would be returning, he explained in his rough German 
accent, at two until six that afternoon. For those patients 
he was unable to see at that time, he would start again at 
eight in the evening and continue until all patients were 
taken care of, regardless of the time. 

He invited the two Americans and their interpreters to 
accompany him as he strode across the large room, 
washed his hands in a small basin, and put on a jacket. 
He would be going to his regular job, he explained, a job 
with the government and social-security office, known by 
the acronym IAPETC. If the Americans wished, he 
indicated, they could go there with him, and he ? d be glad 
to give them further information. 

Without ceremony, he led them around the comer and 
down the cobblestone street toward the state welfare 
office. It was an omnibus health-arid- welfare installation. 
There were pension records, small medical and dental 
offices, a line of people waiting for unemployment com- 
pensation, and the musty atmosphere of bureaucratic con- 
fusion. His jacket was unpressed and well- worn. He was 
still rough and unshaven, yet he carried himself with what 
seemed to be enormous energy and dignity. But now the 
German accent had left him. He spoke with the hearty, 
gusty crudeness of a First Avenue bus driver who affec- 
tionately cajoles, curses, and jokes with his passengers 
on his daily run. 

Arigo was the receptionist. He directed the people to 
the various departments of the office, verbally whipping 
them at one moment, comforting them in another. His 
paramedical self had left him completely, but he still 
remained an imposing man. The people in line, poor and 
subdued, seemed to find affection and warmth in him, in 
spite of his gruffness. To the Americans, he was more of a 
riddle than ever. His personality change, from the mo- 
ment he had left the clinic and gone to his job, was 
startling. His Prussian stiffness had given way to an 
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earthy amiability. His eyes had lost some of the strange 
luster that had marked him as he worked with the patients 
in his clinic. He invited the Americans and their inter- 
preters to go through the welfare office, make them- 
selves at home. 

They did so. Puharich was particularly interested in 
getting a playback from the dentist and doctor on duty 
there. Certainly, these professional men would have to 
have some sort of concrete opinions about this strange 
phenomenon who was in fact invading their professional 
field, and apparentiy attracting an avalanche of people 
into the village in direct competition with them. 

The government dentist was most amiable about Arigo. 
He commented on how well liked he was around the 
town, how well he did his job for the welfare office, how 
much the people who came there enjoyed his kindness 
and jokes and good humor. He seemed indifferent to 
Arigo's separate medical activity, shrugging it off with a 
gesture of puzzlement. The pension-department physician 
was not much more eloquent. He also shrugged, and 
indicated that Arigo did his thing, and he did his own. 
He did acknowledge that he knew of no one who had 
been harmed by Arigo, and that the number of people 
from all over South America who came to see him was 
phenomenal. 

His office hours at the welfare office were strange in 
North American terms. He worked from eleven in the 
morning until one. Then he began again at four, and 
continued until six. Arigo invited all four of his visitors 
to have lunch with his family, an invitation quickly 
accepted. His house, on the Rua Marechal Floriano, 
reflected a state of near-poverty, but In spite of flaking 
plaster and shoddy furniture, it was clean and neat. 
Arlete, his wife, was slim and smiling, rustling her five 
boys about the house, handsome boys all of them, with 
the same striking, deep-brown eyes of their father. She 
was wearing hair rollers, unselfconsciously. 

Arigo kissed her affectionately, and they all sat down at 
a rough table, Arlete squeezing four extra places among 
the boys. The lunch was simple — beans and rice and 
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some stringy chicken— but there was plenty of it. Arigo 
ate heartily, laughing, joking with the boys, clearing his 
plate in moments. Almost automatically, Arlete refilled it, 
and pressed more food on the visitors. 

Studying the scene, Puharich could find nothing to 
suggest anything extraordinary about the man or his fam- 
ily. The wife was devoted, the boys lively, intelligent, 
well-mannered. The atmosphere was confused, but con- 
genial and affectionate. Arigo had shelved whatever 
mystical qualities he had demonstrated with his patients. 
Puharich’s thoughts kept going back to the inexplicable 
events of the morning: the surgery without anesthesia, 
bleeding, or pain; the incredible speed with which the 
man worked; the lack of fear in the patient as a sharp 
knife went into his eye. Somehow, he was thinking, he 
would have to find a way to prove to both himself and 
his medical colleagues back in the States that the whole 
thing was not a hallucination. 

When Jorge Rizzini, the journalist, arrived that eve- 
ning, part of the problem would be solved, because he was 
bringing a motion picture camera. Belk was already prepar- 
ing his own still camera equipment, a step he had post- 
poned during the morning session until he got more used 
to the bizarre events that occurred in such swift succession. 

But would film be enough to convince the skeptics? 
Still pictures could of course be easily rigged; they would 
not be able to persuade a hard-core skeptic. Motion 
pictures are almost impossible to fake convincingly, there- 
fore they were most important. Puharich would have to 
count on Rizzini for that part of the process; he hoped 
he would do well. 

After lunch Arigo rested, but by two in the afternoon 
he was back in his barren little room at the clinic, where 
the line had formed again. Some of the new patients had 
arrived by chartered bus from Argentina. Again, the 
unbelievable procedure began and continued. Arigo was 
back in his trancelike state, with the strange glowing look 
in his eyes and the same thick German accent that had 
been shed during the routine of his regular job and at 
home. He continued to use his dirty knife, continued to 
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wipe the wounds with dirty cotton, continued to airily 
dismiss the patient with no sutures, continued to write 
his prescriptions with astounding speed. 

The interpreters were interviewing as many patients as 
possible. But this procedure was too slap-dash to make an 
intelligent assessment. The irrationality of the scene con- 
tinued to be overpowering to both Puharich and Belk. 

“There was one patient I remember,” Puharich recalls, 
“who was hanging around all day. He was barefoot and 
had been in a wheelchair, and it seemed that he had a job 
as an auto mechanic. He simply came there and hung 
around, although he no longer needed the wheelchair. 

“We asked him through the interpreters just why he 
was doing this, and he explained that he had been in the 
Brazilian brigade in the Allied army in Italy during 
World War II. He had been wounded, and received 
injuries to both knees. He couldn't describe technically 
what happened, but his knees had locked up, frozen on 
him. He had had something like thirteen operations since 
the war. He said he had heard about Arigo and came to 
him, 

“Arigo had looked at him, and very roughly said : ‘What 
the hell are you doing in the wheelchair, you bum?’ Arigo 
was never reluctant to swear at people when the occasion 
seemed to demand it. The man had said: ‘I can’t walk. 
My knees are locked. 5 Arigo answered: ‘You’re a rotten, 
lazy bum. Get up and walk!’ The man protested that he 
couldn’t. Arigo repeated his demand. The guy had no 
choice. He got up and started walking across the room. 
Arigo never touched him. The man couldn’t believe it had 
happened. But he was scared to death the condition might 
return, so he continued hanging around, just to play it 
safe. 

“I examined the knees, although this is the kind of case 
that would need intensive study to verify completely. 
They were still a little stiff, and you could see the multiple 
scars from the many operations he had had. But he was 
able to move with considerable freedom. This was the 
kind of case I would be looking for when we returned 
with full diagnostic equipment and personnel. But at the 
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moment, it was convincing enough to Indicate the need 
for further study.” 

By the time Jorge Rizzini, the intense, thirty-five-year- 
old Brazilian journalist, arrived from Sao Paulo, Puharich 
had plotted the best possible way for shooting both stills 
and motion pictures the next day. Unlikely as it was, 
there was still the possibility of fakery or of simply an 
unconventional and Indiscernible hypnotic technique that 
might have brought temporary relief to the hundreds of 
patients that were filing by Arigo each day. 

Rizzini, however, was not inclined to go along with 
this theory. He had experienced two very definitive cases 
close to home: his wife, who had suffered hopeless 
arthritis and had been given up by medical doctors; and 
his daughter, who had been medically assessed as having 
incurable leukemia. Both had come to Arigo; both had 
been cured, and the cure confirmed by the same doctors 
who had given them up. He also told about the daughter 
of past Brazilian President Juscelino Kubitschek, who 
had been successfully treated by Arigo for a kidney 
disorder that had defied conventional treatment in both 
Europe and the United States. 

Rizzinfs 8mm Kodak did not have a zoom lens, but it 
would be adequate to record some of the operations. 
Puharich and Belk were still concerned about getting 
enough raw evidence to persuade a representative group 
of other American doctors to join them in making a 
thorough study of Arigo. Even with motion pictures of 
the unconventional operations, there could be enough 
doubts left to make persuasion difficult. It seemed to be 
something that had to be seen directly on location to be 
believed. 

All through the next day, they took pictures. Puharich 
began to follow specific cases, noting the symptoms before 
Arigo examined a patient and then recording the prescrip- 
tion or operation. If lie were able to organize a new study, 
he concluded, it would be necessary to involve at least 
three doctors and several technicians to do the job right. 
Medical histories would have to be taken in detail, and 
before the patient got in line, a thorough examination by 
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a qualified physician would have to be made. Some pa- 
tients brought their past medical records. These would 
have to be examined and recorded. Another doctor would 
have to observe the treatment of the patient by Arigo, 
recording this in full detail while it was being filmed. 
Another doctor would have to follow up the case im- 
mediately afterward. Then, to be complete, consultations 
would have to be made weeks or months later with the 
patient’s own doctor as to the permanence of any cure 
and the effectiveness of the prescriptions or operations. 

That day, Arigo again stuck to his promise that no one 
would leave the treatment center uncared for. For the 
second time in a row, he closed the clinic after one in the 
morning, but showed little sign of fatigue. Meanwhile, 
Rizzini had shot considerable color footage; though his 
lens equipment was skimpy, the film would be sufficient 
to establish some of the extraordinary qualities of Arigo’s 
surgical prowess. 

After the second long night of observation, the two 
Americans went back to their small pension more baffled 
than ever. Rizzini was more convinced than Puharich or 
Belk, because he had previous films — made before Arigo 
was placed under court injunction* — of Arigo performing 
major operations, including the removal of a cancerous 
uterus. Further, he had his own two cases involving his 
wife and daughter, which he swore had been medically 
confirmed. 

From what Belk had learned from his wanderings 
about town, the consensus of the local doctors was, oddly 
enough, that they generally approved of Arigo even 
though he put a dent in their practices to some extent. 
The priests of two Catholic seminaries in town seemed to 
have mixed reactions. They more or less tolerated Arigo, 
who had once, at least, been a strong Catholic. But one 
priest told Belk that he thought Arigo was in league with 
the devil and that he hoped the new trial coining up in 
the near future would forever end his heresies. 

Belk could find no evidence whatever that Arigo ever 
charged anyone for his services, and the word was that if 
he did charge, he would immediately lose the strange 
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powers endowed by “Dr. Fritz.” Belt was also unable to 
collect any evidence that anyone had been harmed by 
Arigo’s unconventional practices. Both the Brazilian Med- 
ical Association and the Roman Catholic Church were 
pressing hard against Arigo in the court case, and ap- 
parently had been scrambling unsuccessfully to find a 
single case where Arigo had injured someone. 

On his iron cot that night in the tiny hotel room, 
Puharich lay awake, trying to come up with the best way 
to make a conclusive test of Arigo’s ability — one that 
would be irrefutable as far as modem clinical opinion was 
concerned. It was obvious that Arigo, as cooperative and 
unsecretive as he was, would spend little time doing test 
sequences for the camera or any sort of pure showman- 
ship demonstration, although there was much of the show- 
man in him. Arigo was intent on treating the ill, and 
seemed to want nothing to interfere. 

If Arigo were to be documented properly, there would 
be a need not only for considerable funding, but for 
arousing the professional interest of qualified doctors. 
They would have to be willing to admit the possibility 
that there was something strange going on here in the 
field of medicine that was well worth finding out about. 
Naturally, there would be resistance to such an idea. 
Puharich had felt it himself on arriving in the village. He 
still had doubts, but they were fading in the light of 
Arigo’s indefatigable dedication to his patients, most of 
whom had come miles to see him. 

It was during these thoughts that he absentmindedly 
scratched his arm — perhaps for a mosquito or flea bite. 
As he did so, he was reminded of a large and rather 
annoying but benign tumor on the inside of his right 
elbow, known as a lipoma. It was not dangerous, and he 
had had it checked within the last two years by his own 
doctor, Sidney Krebs, M.D., of New York City. 

Medically, a lipoma is a fatty tumor that rolls around 
freely under the skin when it is examined. While they do 
not tend to become maligant, lipomas can often be 
rather large and unsightly. What causes them is really not 
known. Puharichls tumor had been there for seven years, 
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and measured about half an inch high, half an inch wide, 
and one and a half inches in length. His doctor had 
suggested he might have it surgically removed, which, 
while seldom risky, is rarely an office procedure. Full 
sterilization is necessary in an operating room, and the 
usual scrubbing, painting, and draping of the tumor area 
is practiced. 

The surgical procedure involves incision over the fatty 
tissue, the spreading of the incision with two retractors, 
and the use of hemostats and cauterizing the blood vessels 
to check the flow of blood for clear visibility. Usually, 
another clamp is placed over the tumor itself, and the 
tumor is cut free with a scalpel. The opening is then sewn 
up with sutures. Antiseptics and antibiotics, of course, are 
utilized to prevent infection. Without these, septicemia — 
blood poisoning — could result. 

The average surgeon requires about fifteen to twenty 
minutes to complete the job. In Puharich’s case, the 
tumor was directly over the ulnar nerve, which controls 
the movement of the hand. Also, the brachial artery lay 
nearby, another possible complication. It was for these 
reasons that Puharich had been hesitant about having the 
tumor removed, and since it was not incapacitating, he 
had learned to live with it. 

But an inept operation could be incapacitating— 
permanently. The movement in the fingers could be 
restricted or totally disabled by damage to the ulnar 
nerve. A slip that would sever the brachial artery would 
bring obvious danger. 

In other words, the tumor was nothing to take lightly, 
in spite of its benignity. Speaking of the experience later, 
Puharich said: “When I felt the lipoma on my arm, lying 
there in bed, I said to myself: Well, here is a legitimate 
tiling that Arigo could work on. Because I could see by 
now that you couldn’t just play games with him. If he 
was going to do something, you had to be sick or have 
something real. I said to myself: This is a good idea. I’ll 
see if he will operate on this, and I’ll see what happens. I 
know what the condition is; I’ll see if these people are 
faking the lack of pain. I’ll find out if he really hurts or 
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not. I’ll find out firsthand how the process works. If I get 
infected, I can always be flown down to Rio. I simply 
could not believe what I was seeing and experiencing 
with Arigo. Here was one way I could prove to myself 
and my colleagues that we were not hallucinating.” 

The decision did not come easily. But it was the one 
sure way to put Arigo’s skills to the test. Puharich would 
be able to discover just what the lack of anesthesia, 
antisepsis, and sutures meant firsthand— and whether 
indeed Arigo was capable of preventing the major flow of 
blood. 

The decision made, he turned over on his side on the 
shaky iron cot and went to sleep. 



In Sao Paulo a group of highly trained physicians and 
surgeons from the city’s largest hospital— some of them 
graduates of die best medical schools in the United States 
— meets regularly to consult mediums. These mediums, 
they believe, draw on the skills and knowledge of doctors 
no longer Hving to bring them diagnostic and treatment 
information they could get nowhere else. The doctors 
claim that the clinical and therapeutic results are amaz- 
ingly effective, and far beyond what modern medical 
techniques alone could produce. 

These sessions are conducted not in an aura of mysti- 
cism, but in an atmosphere of pragmatism. The doctors 
of Kardecist persuasion do not believe that the use of 
trained mediums replaces skilled medical training; they 
believe it supplements it. Their rationale for the use of 
these methods springs from the theory that the swift 
advance of medical science left large pockets of unexplored 
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truths in its wake. More specifically, the feeling is that the 
primitive witch doctor or medicine man, in spite of his 
wild gyrations and mysterious herbs, exercised some highly 
effective techniques that were discarded by materialistic 
science only because they were surrounded by such a 
large envelope of superstition and hideous black-magic 
rituals. 

There is much evidence to support this theory. Many 
great modern tranquilizers such as reserpine (sold under 
many trade names) long lay dormant in modern pharma- 
cology; the Indian snakeroot plant, from which reserpine 
derives, known as Rauwolfia serpetina , had been used 
effectively in India and Nigeria for centuries. Curare, one 
of the most effective adjuncts in modern anesthesia, is a 
resinous poison derived from several varieties of tropical 
plants. The Brazilian Indians used the poison on the tips 
of arrows. Scientists at the University of Ibadan in Nigeria 
have recently crystallized an herb concoction from a witch 
doctor that seems to have an amazing capacity to. bring 
about remission in maligant tumors. Initial tests now being 
conducted at the university have shown it to bring 100 
percent remission of such tumors in laboratory mice. For 
the first time in history, the ancient techniques of acupunc- 
ture are being taken seriously by science. 

But most interesting are the recent studies at the same 
university regarding the methods that the Nigerian witch 
doctors have been using in psychosis. The new studies 
have uncovered considerable validity in this primitive 
tribal psychiatry, some of which seems destined to find 
its way into modem therapeutic use. A critical aspect of 
witch-doctor psychotherapy lies in the acceptance of the 
once-scorned concept of “possession,” the taking over of 
the psyche of a living individual by an alleged deceased 
personality. 

In Brazil, the picture is slightly different. The Kardec 
movement was brought there from France by intellectuals. 
Its first adherents in the mid-1800s were attorneys, doctors, 
army officers, scientists, engineers, people from the creative 
arts, and educators. The movement was paralleled among 
the less educated bulk of the population by the strange 
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mixture of African religious culture and enforced Ca- 
tholicism, which ranged from the primitive rites of Quim- 
banda in rnacumba clearings to the less primitive mixture 
of Catholicism and Yoraba tribal beliefs called Umbanda. 
Both grew out of the early days of Brazilian slavery, both 
embraced the belief in spirit possession and magical rites. 
Umbanda, however, more softened by the Christian ethic 
and embracing both Catholic and tribal saints, rejected 
black magic as part of its creed. Quimbanda did not. Both 
forms were “spiritist” in character. 

The result of all this has left modern Brazil with three 
strata of spiritist belief, from the primitive Quimbanda 
through the more refined Umbanda to the intellectually 
elegant Kardecists. And although Catholicism claims an 
enormous percentage of all these groups, the reality is 
that it has had to compromise and look the other way as 
far as their spiritist practices are concerned. 

This was the ambience that Puharich and Belk faced in 
their expedition to Congonhas do Campo. Neither knew 
exactly what to expect, but Puharich remained firm the 
next morning in his resolve to let Arigo operate on him. 

At breakfast Puharich told the others about his decision. 
They were surprised, and there was considerable concern. 
Belk, who had a pinched-nerve condition in the small of 
his back, said he was willing to try some of Arigo s 
medication — but surgery, that was a different thing. Puha- 
rich, however, was determined, and the group made their 
way to Arigo’s clinic for the third straight day. 

The preparations for filming had already been made. 
Belk had a Polaroid camera with black-and-white film. 
One of the interpreters had a Minox B camera with the 
same type of film. Rizzini was prepared with his 8mm 
Kodak motion picture camera, loaded with Kodak II color 
film. The other interpreter would handle the lighting. 

Puharich had also decided to ask Arigo to perform on 
him the eye examination” with the kitchen knife, which 
seemed to be one of his specialties. With Puharich’s two 
tests recorded on film, the capacities of Arigo would be 
clearly confirmed — either for better or for worse. 

They approached Arigo, and Puharich asked through 
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the interpreter if he would be willing to undertake the 
surgery on the arm and the eye probe. The request, over- 
heard in the crowded room, brought silence to the 
patients gathered there, and an air of expectancy. The 
“Americano” doctor was now about to become one of 
them. Arigo threw back his head and laughed, and said of 
course he would do so. Then he turned abruptly to the 
crowd, and said, “Has anybody here got a good Brazilian 
pocketknife to use on this Americano?” 

This brought Puharich up short, but he could not turn 
back now. Half a dozen pocketknives were offered almost 
immediately from among the patients. The atmosphere 
was almost carnival-like. Belk found it hard to continue 
looking at the scene. He fingered his Polaroid nervously. 

Arigo studied the knives critically. They were a varie- 
gated collection, some of them looking dull and rusty. 
He rejected several, then finally selected a Brazilian ver- 
sion of a Swiss army knife. 

As the interpreter translated, Arigo spoke in his bluff 
and hearty way. “The American scientist has courage,” he 
said good-naturedly. “He deserves an audience. I am 
going to demonstrate to this materialist what a spirit can 
produce. But he is right, my brothers. A scientist has to 
take all kinds of chances. Pasteur — didn’t he take a chance 
with microbes? That is what a good scientist does. Not 
the scientists who are afraid to come here to Congonhas. 
But now we’ll demonstrate something he has never seen in 
the United States.” 

The preamble was characteristic of Arigo’s rough rural 
style, but was hardly reassuring. 

“Well do the arm first,” Arigo said. “Just roll up your 
sleeve, Doctor.” The action was moving so fast now that 
Puharich turned quickly to check the' camera setup. 
Rizzini was already lining up his motion picture camera; 
Belk and the one interpreter seemed to be set with their 
still cameras. All three were now considerably tense and 
nervous. The operation was a one-shot take. There could 
be no such thing as a retake, and Puharich was as ap- 
prehensive about this as he was about the operation. He 
instructed the other interpreter to bounce the battery 
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light off the ceiling, to prevent burning the image in the 
lens. Then he turned back and prepared to watch Arigo 
make thet incision. 

But Arigo instructed him to look the other way, and, it 
had become obvious, when Arigo commanded, it was use- 
less to argue with him. Puharich obliged, again checking 
and directing the cameras and lighting. 

In considerably less than thirty seconds — some of the 
others said it was less than ten — Puharich felt something 
wet slapped in his hand, along with the pocketknife itself. 
He looked down and saw the bloody form of the lipoma 
and the knife Arigo had used to extract it. On his arm, 
where the tumor had been, there was a small slit, with 
a trickle of blood dripping down from it, but very little, 
considerably less than two inches. The skin area was flat; 
there was no longer the bulge of the tumor. 

Puharich was stunned. There had been no pain what- 
ever in the arm. He had felt only a slight, vague sensation. 
The others had watched with incredulity. Just before the 
operation, Rizzini had started his camera rolling. It con- 
tinued to roll all through the process and afterward. Arigo 
had taken the knife,, seemed to scrape it over the skin, and 
within seconds, had pulled out the lipoma with his hands. 
It was totally alien to any surgical procedure. 

Arigo smiled, and said to Puharich that Dr. Fritz had 
told him to say: “This is a demonstration only — so that 
people will believe. I think every doctor in Brazil should 
come here and do what you have done. After the legal 
process against me, you must come back, Dr. Puharich, 
and I will do major surgery for you.” 

Puharich, in one sense, felt vaguely unsatisfied. I 
experienced absolutely zero. I couldn’t believe this had 
happened, yet it had, and there was no mistake about it,” 
he said later. He immediately asked for the knife-in-the- 
eye procedure, but Arigo told him he had enough for the 
day. “Besides, you have nothing wrong with your eye, 
he added. 

Belk, in the meantime, was taking the Polaroid film out 
of the camera, the shot he had made at the moment of the 
incision. But it was badly overexposed. The interpreter 
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with the Miaox camera had frozen in fear at that moment, 
and had forgotten to snap the picture. Only Rizz ini’s 
motion pictures would be able to supply the urgently 
needed documentation of the incision — and it would be 
impossible to know until these were developed on his 
return to Sao Paulo. Both “before and after” still and 
motion pictures of the area of the forearm had been taken 
in profusion, so at least these steps in the procedure would 
be well documented. 

There was another test factor in prospect that would be 
of major significance. Arigo had not washed or disinfected 
either the skin or the knife. The entire area was dirty and 
unsanitary. Septicemia was a distinct possibility under 
these circumstances unless strong antibiotic treatment was 
commenced immediately. If, without this, the wound 
healed cleanly, a further proof of Arigo’s powers would 
be provided. Puharich determined to avoid any use of 
antiseptics on the wound, and to shun any antibiotics 
unless the wound became critically infected later. He 
permitted Altimiro, Arigo’s soft-spoken assistant who 
typed the prescriptions and did sundry dressings of 
wounds, to tape an unsterile gauze square over the wound. 

Puharich now felt that he had gotten over the big 
hump. He could confirm at least that this was no twilight 
zone, that it was something very real and valid. With only 
a pocketknife and a few other instruments, which were 
kept in what appeared to be a cookie tin, a beat-up 
fountain pen, and a plain paper tablet, the Brazilian 
peasant was treating more patients in a day than a great 
university medical center saw in a week. Whatever he 
was, Arigo was some kind of undefined medical genius. 

Puharich and his interpreter finally cornered Arigo for a 
serious talk. He asked if any doctors had come to Con- 
gonhas and made a serious study of his work. Arigo said 
that very few had come, and although some had sup- 
ported his work, the Brazilian Medical Association was 
dead set against him, as well as the Roman Catholic 
Church. Arigo deeply regretted the latter, he said, because 
he had considered himself a devout Catholic, and he still 
put all his faith in Christ. He took no personal credit 
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Whatever for what he did. He added that he wasn’t 
supposed to be doing any operations, that in the past he 
had done major ones with no reports whatever of death or 
injury resulting. These he had done publicly. He con- 
fessed that if a patient really needed an operation now, 
he might do it privately, regardless of the legal risk. 

When Puharich asked Arigo if it would bother him if 
he came back with a medical team for some extensive 
research, Arigo replied that if it were done right, it would 
help him immeasurably, since no one had ever really 
validated his work scientifically. Some of his patients had 
actually been doctors, he said, but they didn’t tell anyone 
out of fear of professional reprisals. He added that he had 
bishops and nuns and priests who had come to Congonhas 
for treatment, but that the Church itself remained against 
him. The government was of course technically against 
him. It was the public prosecutor for the state of Minas 
Gerais who was forma lizin g the charges against him. The 
lawyers, the judges, the legislators — many of whom came 
to him for treatment — all were sympathetic, but unable 
to do much if anything about it because of the Penal Code. 

He went on to tell Puharich that he needed public 
support, and that a formal scientific confirmation of his 
work might help considerably. With Arigo’s cooperation 
assured, Puharich made a firm resolve to come back to 

ongonhas as soon as practically possible. 

Before they left Arigo, Belk requested and received a 
prescription for his back condition. To make the “diag- 
nosis, Arigo simply glanced at Belk casually, while his 
right hand automatically scribbled out a prescription. 
Altimiro typed it out for him, a task he performed at 
machine-gun speed. 

Puharich found Belk’s prescription grossly absurd for a 
back condition, and completely irrational from a medical 
point of view. Further, it called for massive doses which 
seemed totally out of line. In addition to vitamin B i2 
capsules, the prescription included Novazolon and Livi- 
sym, two digestive enzymes, and Pankreon, a pancreas 
enzyme. The drugs were trade-name pharmaceutical prep- 
arations of Brazilian manufacture, and in normal thera- 
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pen tic use in the ethical drug field* But the combination 
srnipiy did not make sense. Belk, however, was willing to 
take a chance ancl to give them a try, just as Puharich 
had done with his surgery. The back condition had not 
responded to any of the intensive medical treatment Belk 
had undergone over several years. X rays in the United 
htare-; had shown a compression of a vertebra in the 
lumbar area. It would obviously take considerable time 
before the unconventional prescription could prove itself 
ou! — ' 'f a[ He was skeptical about possible results. 

Whatever explanations there were about A ri go's ex- 
traordmary and baihing prescriptions were vague. Patients 
had reported that the prescriptions worked when they came 
from Arigo where they would work for no one else. 
Puharich had made copies of several of them; he would 
give them thorough study later. No doctor he knew of 
would offer the prescription Arigo had given Belk for a 

impressed, vertebra. By stretching the imagination, a 
rationale might be found in the idea that there could be 
some benefit to the blood and digestive system arising out 
of t h £ m ei J icineSj aud th er ef or e the coo di tion In the back 
rmpn improve with general bettering of the svstem* But 
fins was a wide stretch of the imagination. The enzyme 
preparations were not chemical, but natural ferrdents, and 
weie supposed to give the digestive juices a booet. There 
vvd> no doubt ^ about it, Arigo T s pharmacology was as 
mysterious as his surgery. 

As he packed, Puharich went back over the operation in 
ms mind. Rizzini. whom they were going to meet later in 
Sao Paulo to screen the film, had convinced him that 
removal of the lipoma had taken less than ten seconds. 
Against the conventional surgery time of fifteen or twenty 
minutes, this alone was incredible. The film would confirm 
:nh if it came out well. The botching of the still nheto- 
graphs was rankling, but understandable. There had been 
considerable tension at tire time, and several of the patients 
looking on had actually cried. Anything that Arigo did 
obviously had the capacity to arouse emotions. Perhaps 
that was pan of his secret. 

On reflection, Puharich could recall that the only sensa- 
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tlon he had felt was equivalent to a slight pinprick. The 
incision, he noted, was actually smaller than the lipoma. 
This was also contrary to surgical routine. Both Belk 
and Rizzini were able to tell him that it was removed by 
hand, without any instrument. Belk seemed to think the 
tumor almost popped out. Beyond the lack of pain and 
major bleeding was Arigo’s method in itself. It would be 
a rare surgeon who could work at that speed and not do 
damage to the nerve localized in the area. Arigo seemed 
to work in blatant defiance of medical precautions — but 
then again, Arigo had made it plain that he couldn't take 
any credit for anything. It was all in the lap of Dr. 
Adolpho Fritz — a deceased German doctor who must have 
learned a lot of pharmacology and surgical techniques 
since he died in 1918. It was all too bizarre. Yet the 
material evidence was there to see; and that fact was 
irrefutable: Puharich had preserved the tumor, intact, in 
a glass bottle. 

It was also a clear fact that they had been unable to 
gather any evidence that Arigo received any money or 
gifts whatever for his services. “He won't even accept a 
cup of coffee,” the mayor of Congonhas had told Belk 
when he inquired earlier. The mayor, Jose Theodoria da 
Cunha, confirmed to Belk what he had heard from some 
of the local doctors: that nearly everyone in town had 
nothing but praise for Arigo, including most of the doctors 
themselves. Mayor Cunha’s brother was a physician prac- 
ticing in Belo Horizonte, the nearest large city, some eighty 
kilometers away. He had studied in the United States, 
completing his training at St. Luke’s Hospital in Kansas 
City in 1952. He was baffled by Arigo, but confirmed his 
work without hesitation. 

Musing over the experience with Arigo in his notes, 
Belk wrote: “Without doubt, he Is the busiest and quickest 
‘doctor I have ever seen. He outdoes Henry Ford’s 
production line in Detroit. All patients are serious. Some 
are brought in on stretchers. Lourdes in France would 
run a poor second, if that. Competition is going to be 
tremendous in the healing business if Arigo wins his 
lawsuit .... 
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“When Arigo comes to trial for practicing medicine 
without a license, he will no doubt be guilty, because he 
has healed thousands. He is permitted to write prescrip- 
tions for one and all without control, which amazed us. 
When Arigo pushed the knife blade in the eye of the 
first patient, and plunged it behind the eyeball, I was 
afraid it would pop out completely, aside from the risk of 
infection, using a kitchen knife. 

6 Tm leaving my address with Arigo, and have offered 
to send him a ticket to the United States. To me, he has 
proved a case. As a taxi driver at the depot told me: 
‘Sure I know Arigo. I drive down from Belo with them 
sick, and return with them well. 5 I believe this hack 
driver.” 

On the way to Belo Horizonte that afternoon, skirting 
over the precipitous roads of Minas Gerais, Belk and 
Puharich agreed that physicians from America and Europe 
should come to Congonhas, study the phenomena, and 
try to explain the process. Just how was another question. 
Arigo was apparently beyond the accepted limits of para- 
psychology, to say nothing of medicine. As the tall, white 
buildings of Belo Horizonte suddenly broke into view 
over the soft green mountains, both men knew that there 
was an enormous job to be done, and they would need 
all the help they could get to persuade, cajole, and con- 
vince other researchers that it was worth doing. 

At Belo Horizonte, Belk got his strange prescription 
filled. It cost about fifteen dollars in American money. He 
felt a little sheepish in taking the medication, and was not 
able to muster much confidence that it would do any 
good. On the other hand, the thousands of reports that 
had been recorded about Arigo’s patients suggested that the 
Brazilian’s mystique was much more important than the 
drugs involved. Was it, then, some rare and undefined 
placebo effect? 

In spite of his wonderment concerning Arigo’s painless 
skill with the pocketknife, Puharich could not help feeling 
that he was bound to get blood poisoning. He found him- 
self feeling his arm constantly for signs of septicemia, 
looking for the telltale red streaks, or for any signs of 


ARIGO: Surgeon of the Rusty Knife 4! 

tetanus. But by the next day, the wound was already 
starting to heal cleanly, with the complete absence of in- 
fection. He couldn’t pull the wound apart, no pus what- 
ever appeared. He continued to refrain from using any 
antiseptics on the wound, satisfying himself with changing 
the bandage. 

Neither Puharich nor Belk had the luxury of much free 
time for setting up the major study they wanted to do. 
Although the Belk Research Foundation had been founded 
to unite such fields as biology, medicine, physics, chemis- 
try, and other disciplines in the study of the paranormal, 
Henry Belk still had his hands full as one of the chief 
executives of the chain of 350-odd department stores that 
bore his name all throughout the South. His merchandis- 
ing work with the Belk stores was demanding, but his con- 
suming interest in parapsychology, which had begun in his 
studies at Duke, was reflected in his setting up the founda- 
tion. 

Belk, an alert and outspoken man who speaks with a 
Southern drawl, had been restless for some years about 
the lack of progress made in understanding the depth of 
the human mind and in exploring its full potential. He 
was intrigued by the new signs beginning to show up in 
the field of experimental psychology, and the scientific at- 
tention just beginning to turn toward the accomplishments 
of the Eastern mystics who had for centuries demon- 
strated that they could control involuntary processes of 
the body, which had previously elicited hardly a glance on 
the part of modern science. There were vast unexplored 
areas here, and Belk was impatient to get on with what he 
felt was a long-neglected job. 

He was not by any means inclined to be taken in by 
pretenders. In fact, in any research program he had spon- 
sored or participated in, he went for the jugular vein in 
looking for fakery. 

He had been looking for trickery in watching Arigo, 
but had to admit that he could not find it. Puharich had 
done likewise. In any study of parapsychology, an ex- 
perienced researcher will as a matter of course check thor- 
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oughly on the possibility of fraud. There are too many 
charlatans in the field to take chances. Any physician who 
shows even the slightest interest in parapsychology or 
psychic healing is automatically subject to criticism, a fact 
that Fuharich was well aware of. He had already been 
subject to his share of it, but was willing to take that for 
granted, as long as he was sure in his own mind that he 
couldn't be taken in by trickery or charlatanism. 

Puharich was confident that his own scientific training 
enabled him to make considered judgments on this score. 
After earning his medical degree at Northwestern, he had 
done research in physiology in the graduate school there, 
completed his internship and residency in Oakland, Cali- 
fornia, and had received a General Foods Corporation 
research fellowship for experimental electrobiology. He 
was licensed for the practice of medicine in California, 
Maine, and New York, with a specialty in internal med- 
icine. 

The object of his current medical research was the 
development of what are called transdermal hearing de- 
vices, designed to .enable a person suffering from total 
deafness to receive electric signals transmitted through the 
skin, which are in turn translated into “words.” This and 
other research in the field of bioengineering expanded his 
interest in blending this technical work with such fields as 
telepathy and extrasensory perception. He was frequently 
asked to present papers to various government and scien- 
tific organizations that were making cautious probes into 
the paranormal, covering such subjects as the biochemical 
basis for extrasensory perception and the problems of in- 
strumentation and control in this field. His audiences in- 
cluded the Department of Defense, the Medical Research 
Laboratory of die Army Chemical Corps, the Institute of 
Radio Engineers, and the Sixth Naval District. To the last 
group, he had presented a demonstration by Peter Hurkos 
involving telepathy and clairvoyance. 

In addition, he was assisting a cardiovascular research 
team at New York University in the bioengineering de- 
velopment of electronic and mechanical systems for a 
ventricular assist program. Both this and the hearing- 
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device project were extremely demanding. But, like Belk, 
he was convinced that the extraordinary recent develop- 
ments in the exploration of the mind warranted important 
study and the sacrifice of personal time to try to advance 
it 

When Belk and Puharich arrived in Sao Paulo, the first 
news they received from Rizzini was that the film had 
come through with flying colors. The operation, Rizzini 
told them over the phone, showed up clearly in spite of 
the skimpy 8mm camera and the unsophisticated lens. In 
addition, Rizzini had available the previous films he had 
taken of Arigo, before the legal proceedings had begun 
against him. During these times, Arigo had done more 
complex surgery . 

The Americans lost no time in going to Rizzini’s apart- 
ment, where his projector was set up and waiting. They 
reran Puharich’s operation several times. 

Puharich studied it intently. If anything, Rizzini had 
overestimated the length of time from Arigo’s incision to 
the removal of the tumor: it was closer to five seconds, 
not ten. Instead of a direct surgical incision, Arigo seemed 
to scrape the blade across the surface of the arm, moving 
the knife so fast that it was almost impossible to discern 
exactly how he did it. If the tumor had not completely 
disappeared from his arm, and if Puharich did not have 
the lipoma in a bottle, he would almost think it had been 
sleight of hand — a device that some charlatans in the Phil- 
ippines had used. Within the brief seconds involved, the 
lipoma was out, and a thin trickle of blood rolled down 
the arm. 

The film was effective as proof of the event, and it was 
enough to rule out any possibility of unconscious hallu- 
cination, which, of course, had been practically ruled out 
earlier. What’s more, the wound had continued to heal 
cleanly; no pus formed, no systemic poisoning was evident. 
Two wildly improbable medical events had taken place: 
the removal of the tumor and the total absence of infec- 
tion. There was little doubt that Arigo was involved in an 
unidentified compartment of medicine that could have 
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profound effects world-wide. The film sequences that fol- 
lowed confirmed this. 

In the sequences involving the eye operations, there was 
no question, as they had also noted in person, that the 
blade of a sharp knife was scraped down over the open- 
eye, was plunged deeply up into the sinuses, was manip- 
ulated with force, was used as a lever to extrude the eye- 
ball partly out of the socket, and that no injury or damage 
resulted, after careful examination. Under normal condi- 
tions, the pain involved would have been literally unbear- 
able. In the film sequences that Rizzinl had taken earlier, 
a cataract was removed in a matter of seconds from a 
fully conscious, u nflin ching patient. A later medical ex- 
amination by a qualified ophthalmologist confirmed the 
success, Rizzinl told them. 

Another full conscious patient was filmed with a large 
hydrocele — the painful and alarming condition where a 
testicle becomes swollen enormously, often doubling, tri- 
pling, or to an even greater extent surpassing its normal 
size. Arigo was seen plunging an enormous syringe into it 
and draining the fluid into an empty Orange Crush bottle. 
The fluid quickly overflowed this container, and a large 
Coke bottle was substituted. All through the process, 
which is agonizingly painful normally, the patient stood 
calmly, and even smiled at the camera. When the process 
was completed, with quarts of fluid removed, Arigo had 
told the man: “Now you can get married.” 

Another unusual sequence followed. Arigo operated on 
a large but relatively uncomplicated abscess on a patient’s 
back. As usual, he plunged the knife in brutally, cut deep- 
ly into the flesh of the small of the back — a sector heavily 
served with blood vessels and therefore inclined to bleed 
profusely. Very little blood flowed out, but the abscess was 
drained, and Arigo turned the patient over to Altimiro to 
complete the draining and extract the remaining matter. 
Although the patient was totally calm and without pain 
during the time Arigo was operating, he screamed in pain 
as soon as Altimiro touched him. In other words, whatever 
power it was that permitted Arigo to cut painlessly into 
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one of the most sensitive areas of the body, it was ap- 
parently not transferable to his assistant. 

In spite of the clear evidence in the films, in spite of 
the preliminary data collected, and in spite of direct ob- 
servation of literally hundreds of cases by the two Amer- 
icans, there was still bound to be an uphill battle in 
soliciting support for the needed future research. The very 
fact that Arigo claimed to be “incorporated” by the spirit 
of a deceased German physician was enough to turn off 
most of the scientists who might be otherwise interested. 
This bothered Puharich and Belk too, and strained their 
own credulity. It was incredible enough to accept the 
documented empirical evidence, without having to con- 
sider a concept so foreign to the practical mind that it 
might shut off intelligent inquiry before it started. And yet 
this strange claim of spirit “possession” could not be Ig- 
nored or buried, since Arigo insisted it was not only an 
integral part of his work, but was the entire essence of his 
skills and powers. Far from enhancing an explanation of 
what Arigo did and how he was able to do it, this was a 
stumbling block. A scientist who stood up before a meet- 
ing of a professional organization and began with a state- 
ment about Arigo and “Dr. Fritz” would be likely to be 
laughed off the podium. 

Nor was this all. There were reports that other “spirits” 
entered into establishing Arigo’s prowess as a miracle 
healer. These were even more far-fetched than “Dr. Fritz,” 
and included the spirits of several other deceased surgeons 
and doctors of various nationalities, along with a thir- 
teenth-century monk. Belk had picked up this information 
in his research around the town of Congonhas, and he 
was not at all happy about it. It clouded the main issue: 
Was Arigo capable of bringing about cures by medicine 
and surgery that defied the concepts of modern medical 
science? And if so, how and why? Both he and Puharich 
were now ready to concede on the first question, but the 
how and why was obscured, by what appeared to be 
folklore and mythology, which would not be easily suscep- 
tible to current methods of inquiry. Both were willing to 
concede the potential of paranormal phenomena from their 
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previous study of the subject; but both were wary of the 
possibility of fakery. 

Even more disconcerting had been a discussion with 
Altimiro concerning another “explanation” for the phe- 
nomena. Belk wrote in his notes: 

" Now the most interesting point Altimiro said was that 
Fre Fabiano de Christo (the thirteenth-century monk who 
was supposed to be one of Arigo’s sources of assistance) 
had a green ray which was the source of the effectiveness 
of the operations. This negated pain, the necessity for 
antisepsis, controlled the flow of blood in the operations, 
etc. This ray was invisible to Puharich and me. For cer- 
tain, Arigo and his helpers can’t explain it and after five 
years, they take the whole thing for granted. Maybe I 
need smoked glasses.” 

Puharich was inclined to table the whole strange con- 
cept of Dr. Fritz and his alleged colleagues in favor of 
concentrating on the empirical medical facts about Arigo. 
This was a big enough job in itself, without this imponder- 
able complication that seemed to grow out of the Brazilian 
tradition entrenched in the Kardec philosophy. 

When they left Sao Paulo for Rio, the two American 
researchers encountered some oF die background of this 
imelfecfualized form of spiritism. Spiritism differs from 
spiritualism, in that it emphasizes healing. Spiritualism 
had been so much in currency in England and the United 
States in the time of William James, and still continues 
with less intensity. Adherents of both forms believe that 
legitimate mediums, or “sensitives,” can document cases 
of telepathy, clairvoyance, and precognition, and, in some 
cases, communication with the deceased. Further, the 
spiritists point out, studies of mediums by such responsible 
researchers as William James, Sir William Crookes, and 
other scientists of the era had shown that evidence of 
automatic writing, where the medium becomes an instru- 
ment of an alleged deceased spirit, pointed inescapably to 
their being in communication with what they called the 
spirit world. The Kardecists of Brazil, Including doctors 
and scientists, were going beyond this. They felt that this 
paranormal power could be harnessed for medical use, 
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and claimed to have enough real evidence of its effective- 
ness to bring important medical results in patients that 
modern medicine could not help. 

In Rio, Belk and Puharich explored this prevalent at- 
titude in greater depth, both with John Laurance, the RCA 
and NASA executive engineer, and Luis Rodriguez, a 
retired pharmaceutical manufacturer who had turned al- 
most all his time and attention to trying to consolidate 
modem psychiatry with the best nuggets of truth and 
technique culled from a careful sifting of primitive psy- 
chiatry and medicine. He felt that Freud, Jung, Adler, and 
the other pioneers had stopped far short of getting at the 
roots of the real causes of psychosis and neurosis. He 
would only concede that the theories of Freud s era were 
valid up to a point. 

Rodriguez agreed with Puharich and Belk that ESP and 
other aspects of medium ship unquestionably exist, but that 
the vast majority of those calling themselves mediums were 
either outright frauds or entertaining magicians. The three 
also agreed that psychic healing existed in various forms, 
from the time of Jesus and before to the modem psy- 
chiatrist in his treatment of psychosomatic disorders. They 
also agreed on other, more esoteric aspects of parapsy- 
chology, but Rodriguez’s main point was that this sort of 
phenomenon was prevalent all throughout Brazil, and that 
Arigo was only one of many who had displayed similar 
powers. The others were not quite as dramatic surgically, 
but nonetheless showed strong evidence of bringing about 
almost impossible cures in patients given up by doctors. 

John Laurance concurred in the assessment of Arigo > 
near-miraculous surgery. He was also convinced that there 
was no rakery involved, as had been found in the Phil- 
ippine healers. But he felt that Arigo should be considered 
in context with the entire psychic-healing scene that had 
historically grown up in the ambience of Brazil. After 
careful study, Laurance had found that it was not possible 
to deny the reality of results obtained by Kardecist doc- 
tors, who, despite their impressive conventional medical 
training, called on mediums to buttress their diagnoses and 
treatment. 
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As a cautious student of psychic phenomena, Laurance 
was finding that as he learned more about the field, the 
fanatical, superstitious, and noisy elements became less 
important, provided that the same cold light of reason he 
applied in his scientific work was used as a tough screen 
to filter out the static. His background and experience was 
highly technical and exacting. Working with advanced 
space-vehicle systems and the NASA satellite programs 
allows little room for error, and he brought the same dis- 
cipline to his investigations of the paranormal. 

Laurance was impressed by the fact that the Kardecists 
in Brazil had established two large hospitals associated 
with medical schools that enrolled over two thousand stu- 
dents for a four-year course. They combined the study of 
traditional medicine with the practical use of mediums as 
an adjunct that could supply therapy that simply was not 
available in the channels of orthodox medicine. In this 
way, they found cures that could be obtained in no other 
way. 

One of the techniques employed here was a form of 
psychic surgery considered more sophisticated than that of 
Arigo. It employed mediums who claimed they were in- 
struments of a group of deceased doctors and surgeons, 
just as Arigo claimed. Both, therefore, were following one 
of the tenets of Allan Kardec which said: The spiritual 
world is in constant contact with the material world , each 
reacting constantly on the other. Kardec, aware of how 
difficult this premise would be for the skeptical world to 
swallow, added: This is what the spirits themselves have 
dictated. If your reason says “no,” then reject it. 

There were obviously many who did reject it, but in 
Brazil there were many who did not. They included the 
educated Kardecists and the untutored masses of Um- 
bandists and Quimbandists. And it was among these ad- 
herents, and others willing to experiment when everything 
else in medicine failed, that the Kardec-trained psychic 
mediums worked. 

Their technique Involved surgery on what the Karde- 
cists call the spiritual, or etheric, body. The trained me- 
diums use actual surgical instruments, and the patient is 
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placed on an operating table. All the motions of regular 
surgical procedure are followed, but no incision is made, 
because the motions are conducted a few inches from the 
body of the patient. The scene becomes an exacting pan- 
tomime of an operation in a modem hospital. The theory 
is that the mediums are operating on the spiritual body, 
which they consider to be very real, and the results will 
follow in the physical body. An enormous number of suc- 
cessful cases have been verified by responsible doctors, 
but the concept of psychic surgery is so alien to the aver- 
age person that the process remains largely unknown in 
the Western world. 

From the North American point of view, the radical 
nature of the concept is so remote and strange that qual- 
ified scientists would quite naturally have dismissed it out 
of hand. Evidence that the scope of future research would 
go far beyond Arigo was indicated by the fact that Bra- 
zilian Air Force medical doctors were studying another 
medium in northern Brazil who was performing opera- 
tions very similar to those of Arigo. 

Puharich and Belk were intrigued, but the documenta- 
tion of Arigo was a massive enough job in itself. Studying 
Arigo would at least be dealing with actual surgery, even 
if the underlying cause spun out into the remote un- 
known. Arigo also provided a clear, single focus for 
clinical study, as strange as it was. And even here, the 
problems were monumental. Simply delimiting the extent 
of the research would be a demanding job. While it would 
be tempting to extend the research because of what was 
happening elsewhere in Brazil, it would be simply im- 
practical. 

Rodriguez propounded some interesting theories that 
went beyond the study of Arigo. He felt that the Kardecist 
concepts, which were basically beyond the mystic-religious 
beliefs of the past, could be organized and presented in an 
objective, matter-of-fact manner that would solicit science 
to assist in making breakthroughs in the nature and me- 
chanics of these esoteric phenomena. As a result, equally 
new breakthroughs might follow in medicine, electronics, 
and even economics and politics. As a further result, the 
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basic nature of man might be developed and brought up to 
the level of his runaway materialistic progress. 

Rodriguez was strong on the theory that modern psy- 
chiatry had bypassed many truths by ignoring the primitive 
medicine man’s inclusion of the so-called spirit world as 
far as psychosis and neurosis were concerned. Arigo, by 
demonstrating what a simple, uneducated peasant could 
do, symbolized this vacuum in modem research. Rodri- 
guez encouraged Belk and Puharich to follow up strongly, 
and offered any help he could give them when they re- 
turned to Brazil. 

The whole complex phenomenon was in the wind al- 
most everywhere in Brazil, and some of it filtering to 
Europe and North America. But harnessing that wind was 
another problem. By the time Belk and Puharich were 
preparing to leave Rio, the press had seized on Arigo’s 
operation on Puharich, and the story was spread across 
the country in blazing headlines. Arigo, in fact, seemed to 
rival Pele, the great soccer star, as far as Brazilian press 
coverage was concerned. 

The story of Puharich’ s operation caused a sensation. It 
disturbed Puharich and Belk because such sensationalism 
might turn off the responsible support they needed. It also 
foreshadowed the problems they might have in returning 
for more depth research. It wasn’t the kind of thing that 
could be done in a glass cage. A wide press would also be 
damaging if some of the publicity filtered up to the United 
States before the facts had been assessed and put in proper 
perspective. 

To harness the research properly, Puharich would have 
to begin with the concrete and medically recognizable. 
From there, the exploration would naturally have to 
travel out of conventional orbit, simply by the nature of 
what Arigo did. But first things had to come first. One of 
the basic facts at hand was that when Arigo used a knife 
on a patient, there was overwhelming evidence, if not 
proof, that the knife did not hurt. The second basic was 
that when he cut into the patient’s body, the wound did 
not bleed, or at least stopped bleeding on Arigo’s verbal 
command. The third basic was that the wound from the 
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unsterile knife did not become infected. These were the 
things that would have to be examined medically from 
every possible angle. Where the research trail would lead 
from there was impossible to tell. 

In reviewing his notes of both Ms direct observations 
and the film sequences, Puharich tried to justify what he 
saw in line with his medical training. He was thinking 
specifically of the cataract operations Arigo had per- 
formed with such ease and speed, a matter of seconds. In 
conventional surgery, the patient is completely immobi- 
lized under deep anesthesia. Complete scrubbing and ster- 
ilization is imperative. The operation — to remove the 
clouded lens of the eye — under these conditions varies 
from ten to thirty minutes. Arigo, whose hands and knife 
worked so fast, seemed to carelessly plunge a blade into 
the cornea of the eye of a fully conscious patient standing 
against the wall, and the lens seemed to pop out almost 
magically. Yet there was no magic or sleight of hand here, 
because Puharich had examined the patient before, during, 
and after the process, and verified that the lens of the eye 
had been removed. The more he reflected on it, the more 
incredible it was. 

Or the hydrocele draining, which he had seen clearly in 
the film. Some hydroceles are classified as elephantiasis. 
This is a chronic condition where the tissues of the 
scrotum become enormously enlarged as the lymphatic 
fluid builds up in the sac and doesn’t drain away. In some 
exaggerated cases a wheelbarrow must be used to support 
the enlarged organ. It is most often caused by a nematode 
worm called Wuchereria bancrofti. 

The usual medical practice is to drain the sac with a 
needle for temporary relief, after anesthetizing the area 
completely. This is repeated, along with antibiotic medica- 
tion, as the condition demands. But it does not get rid of 
the blockage -of the lymphatic tubes that caused the condi- 
tion. In some cases, the testicle must be amputated. But 
Arigo drained his cases without anesthesia, and was re- 
ported to have brought about permanent cures. 

It was this sort of thing, along with the myriad other 
treatments Arigo used, that would have to be examined 
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and analyzed. By the time Belk and Puharich returned to 
the United States, Puharich was already blocking out the 
areas they needed to explore. The entire personal history 
of Arigo would have to be gathered and studied. 

What were the roots of this capacity that enabled Arigo 
to do what he did? How was his psychological background 
formed, and what influenced it? What about his early boy- 
hood? What triggered him into launching this unusual 
career? How could he possibly work so indefatigably, 
handling hundreds of patients a day? Where did he learn 
his pharmacology? The “Dr. Fritz” theory was so in- 
credible, it was hard to consider. While Arigo’s handwrit- 
ing was crude, the spelling of the most complex modem 
pharmaceuticals was correct, from antibiotics to corti- 
sones, from the leading drug manufacturers of the world. 
And they were written at lightning speed. It was essential 
that answers to all these questions be found in order to 
understand the phenomenon. 

Belk had his reflections, too. What was most difficult 
for him was to put what he had observed into the dis- 
ciplines of parapsychology. But one very real piece of 
evidence was foremost in his mind: within three weeks 
after he had started taking the medically irrational pre- 
scription Arigo had given him, his backache had disap- 
peared. 



In 1950, thirteen years before Puharich and Belk came to 
Congonhas do Campo on their research expedition, Brazil- 
ian Senator Lucio Bittencourt lay on his bed in his room 
at the Hotel Financial in Belo Horizonte. There were 
many conflicting thoughts going through his mind. The 
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campaign for the national and state elections of that year 
was tough and vigorous. He was not only running for 
reelection as senator, but had taken on the added chore of 
stomping through the mountain expanse of the state of 
Minas Gerais on behalf of Getulio Vargas, the quixotic 
presidential candidate who had dominated Brazil’s political 
life for many years. Vargas was now in the process of 
staging a comeback, after a five-year hiatus forced on him 
by a military junta. With two campaigns to run, one for 
Vargas and one for himself. Senator Bittencourt had his 
hands full. 

But there was another complication, a serious one. He 
had been told by his doctor in Rio de Janeiro that lab- 
oratory tests showed he was suffering from lung cancer, 
and that his only hope was an immediate operation. Other- 
wise, there was little chance he would survive. His doctor 
had recommended an operation in the United States, 
where some of the surgical techniques for this particular 
type of operation were more advanced. 

Senator Bittencourt fully intended following his physi- 
cian’s advice. But he felt so intensely about the political 
struggle he was involved in that he postponed the decision 
until after his campaign sweep through Minas Gerais. 
Dedicated to the cause of the Partido Trabalhista Brasi- 
leiro — the Brazilian workers’ party — -he felt that only 
Vargas would be able to continue pushing for more benev- 
olent treatment for labor and more progressive steps in 
nrrn~” T ture and education. 

file senator had recently stopped in Congonhas do 
Campo. Although it was a small village, it was politically 
important because it was deep in the heart of the iron- 
mining district, and the miners faced an uphill struggle 
against poverty and deplorable working conditions. 

He had been impressed with the dynamic, thirty-two- 
year-old former union president who greeted him on his 
arrival in the town. His name was Jose Pedro de Freitas, 
and he was obviously strong as an ox, extremely vital, and 
a natural leader dedicated to the cause of the workers. It 
took little time to discover that Jose was known every- 
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where as Arigo, a word in Brazil that translates roughly as 
“jovial country bumpkin/’ but was well loved in spite of it. 

The senator was quick to recognize Arigo's consider- 
able magnetism and crude good nature. Arigo, in turn, 
rankling under the dismal working conditions of the 
miners, assured Senator Bittencourt of the support of his 
union. Welcoming the assistance, the senator invited Arigo 
to bring a group of his miners into Belo Horizonte for a 
rally to be held the next day. 

After they arrived in the city, they found that the rally 
had been postponed for a day. The senator invited Arigo 
to stay overnight at the Hotel Financial, a towering, mod- 
em hotel on the Avenida Afonso Pena in the bright, new, 
growing city. Arigo, although he had a great fear of 
elevators, agreed to stay and registered in a room down 
the hall from the senator. He insisted, however, on walk- 
ing up three flights to do so. That evening they joined 
other campaign workers at a churrasco at the Churras- 
caria Campones, where barbecued meats were piled high 
along with feijao, black beans seasoned with onions, garlic, 
and spices, and arroz de Galinha , rice blended with chick- 
en, boiled eggs, and olives. It was a festive evening, and 
there was a bountiful supply of chopp, the frothy Brazilian 
beer. Arigo had a glass or two of wine, although he seldom 
drank. 

The festivities carried through until late in the night. 
Although the worries about his health hung heavily over 
the senator, he joined in with the others, quaffing a con- 
siderable number of mu es of his favorite dark beer. 

Sometime after midnight, the senator and Arigo re- 
turned to the Hotel Financial, walking through the wide, 
deserted avenidas of the city. Senator Bittencourt had 
trouble getting to sleep. The combination of the stress of 
the political campaign and the worry about his physical 
condition did not lead to quietude. 

The senator did not recall just how long he lay tossing 
In his bed. He was aware, though, that just when he felt he 
might doze off, the door to his room opened. In the half- 
light from the hallway spilling through the door, he could 
not clearly tell who it was. The shape of the man was 


ARIGO: Surgeon of the Rusty Knife 55 

similar to the burly contours of Arigo, and as the light 
switch was snapped on, he saw that it was. 

Arigo was holding a razor in his hand. His eyes were 
glazed, with a far-off look, as if he saw nothing in front 
of him. He crossed to Senator Bittencourt’s bed, as the 
senator gaped in wordless amazement. He recalled feeling 
very faint, as his vision blurred and the figure of Arigo 
dissolved into an undiscemible form. But for some reason, 
he felt no fear whatever. Perhaps he was hallucinating, he 
thought. He did not cry out, did not try to address Arigo. 
He remembered hearing Arigo 5 s voice, in a very thick 
German accent. The voice said there was an emergency 
and that there would have to be an operation. 

At that point. Senator Bittencourt blacked out. When 
he came to again, the light was still on and his watch 
showed that it was five in the morning. There was no one 
in the room. He felt very weak and faint, but he sat up 
quickly as the memory of Arigo’s entry into the room 
flooded back to him. The recollection was hazy at first, but 
it began putting itself together in his mind. He remembered 
clearly Arigo coming into the room, razor in hand. He 
remembered Arigo approaching his bed and speaking to 
him in a thick guttural accent about the need for an 
emergency operation. He remembered having no fear. His 
memory could not, however, penetrate beyond the mo- 
ment at which he blacked out. 

He quickly took off his pajama top and looked at it 
There was a fairly large bloodstain on it, and part of it 
had been slashed. He got up shakily and went to the mir- 
ror. Turning his back to it, he saw a clean, neat incision 
in the dorsal area of the rib cage. The blood had already 
clotted. 

loving slowly, because of his faintness, he dressed. He 
was now shaken and frightened, if not panicked. His calm- 
ness, so inexplicable at the time Arigo came toward his 
bed with the razor, was shattered. Leaving the blood- 
stained pajamas on his bed, he walked down the hall to 
Arigo's room. His legs were still weak. He knocked on the 
door, and Arigo, half-asleep, opened it. 

The senator said that he desperately needed a cup of 
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tea, and wanted Arigo to go to a farmacia with him at 
once. He would explain everything later. Puzzled and 
confused, Arigo quickly dressed and joined him. In silence 
they walked down the Avenida Afonso Pena to a sleepy 
pharmacy. 

They entered the establishment, and Bittencourt asked 
for a cup of tea, explaining that he did not feel well. Then 
his knees buckled under him and he collapsed on the 
floor. Arigo attended to him while the clerk rushed to the 
street to find a policeman. He was back in moments with 
one. By this time, Bittencourt was beginning to revive. 
Arigo, by now assuming that the senator had had too 
much to drink, explained the situation in those terms. 
After Bittencourt gulped down the cup of tea, he said he 
was feeling better, and felt strong enough to return to the 
hotel. 

Walking slowly back, he told Arigo that the reason he 
had fainted was that Arigo had come into his room and 
operated on his back. Arigo was shocked. He accused the 
senator of having drunk too much beer, but Bittencourt 
held to his story. He admitted that at first he thought he 
was hallucinating, but now the memory was clear in his 
mind. The bloodstain on his pajamas and the incision on 
his back would prove it. 

Arigo protested that he had done no such thing, Back 
in the senator’s room, however, he studied the slashed 
pajamas, the bloodstain, and the incision. There was no 
question that Bittencourt had been operated on. The 
wound was fresh, the blood still moist. But he insisted he 
had had nothing to do with it. Senator Bittencourt, worried 
and distraught, said he was leaving immediately for the 
airport to catch the first plane to Rio to see his doctor. 

Arigo was almost in a state of shock. Although he had 
no memory whatever of going to the senator’s room, a 
series of strange spells had been plaguing him for a long 
period of time. He helped Senator Bittencourt into a taxi, 
mumbling almost incoherently that if he had done any- 
thing like this, he had no memory whatever of doing so. 

With the senator on his way to the airport, Arigo got 
into his jeep. He was tense and nervous. Whatever had 
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happened, he knew himself well enough to know that he 
would never do anything out of malice or foolhardiness. 
¥et if he had done this incredible thing, he obviously 
must be bordering on insanity. He prayed that Senator 
Bittencourt’s doctor would find that he had done no harm 
—if, indeed, he had done anything at all. 

The hour and a half it takes to drive from Belo Hori- 
zonte to Congonhas do Campo allowed Arigo consider- 
able time for reflection. From what had been happening 
to him over the past several years, he was convinced that 
what Senator Bittencourt had described might very well 
have taken place — even though Arigo had no memory of 
it. 

It was hard to define when it all started. Arigo had been 
bom on his father’s farm on October 18, 1918, and his 
early boyhood varied little from the norm. He was one of 
eight brothers, all of them healthy and robust, and none 
of them suffering from any real deprivation. The father, 
Antonio de Freitas Sobrinho, owned several parcels of 
land and farmed them diligently. He was also one of the 
town fathers of Congonhas do Campo. He had, in fact, 
been chairman of the town council, and continued to sit 
on the board. Some of Arigo’s relatives were even con- 
sidered wealthy, including an aunt who had large ranch 
holdings and an uncle who was to become mayor of the 
town. 

Although most of his brothers went on to higher educa- 
tion, including one who had a law degree and another 
who was a priest, Arigo was not a good student and 
dropped out after struggling through the first three years 
of school. He contented himself with working in the fields 
of his father's farm, living an unstructured boyhood that 
allowed him time to spend with the many friends that col- 
lected around him. He was very popular. He was gar- 
rulous and congenial, sinewy and strong from his earliest 
years. His formal name of Jose Pedro de Freitas was 
dropped early in favor of Arigo, which, in spite of its sug- 
gestion of hillbilly qualities, was used affectionately by his 
friends. Arigo did not mind it; he actually enjoyed it. 
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Even in Ms brief school years, he was bothered by what 
he described as “a bright, round light, so brilliant that it 
nearly blinded me.” He also experienced moderately per- 
sistent audio-hallucinations, describing them as “a voice 
that spoke in a strange language.” These were infrequent 
enough to brush off, and he learned to put up with them. 
He also refrained from discussing them at length with any- 
one, including his family. 

The entire de Freitas family was devoutly Catholic, and 
Arigo grew up in that tradition. The Church of Bom 
Jesus do Matosinho, high on the steep hill overlooking 
the red tile roofs of the village, and guarded by the almost 
breathtaking statues of Aleijadinho, fostered reverence 
and devotion, even for non-Catholics. Arigo worshiped 
and believed in Ms faith with the intensity that marked 
everything he did. 

He was outspoken, with little regard for subtleties or 
niceties. He often used barnyard language, but he did so 
with a certain charm that nullified criticism. He spoke his 
mind bluntly, spontaneously. He was at times grossly 
flamboyant. Yet he was sensitive. He was often moved to 
tears, even as a man. He was affectionate, embracing his 
friends “with fire,” as a friend put it. He was compas- 
sionate. He loved people, especially children. He was 
obstinate and unyielding, often to his own disadvantage. 

Congonhas do Campo was a Catholic town. There were 
two monasteries on the nearby mountaintops, at times' 
reachable only by jeep. Arigo’s family, In their religious 
devotion, were disproportionately lavish in their contribu- 
tions to both the Church and the monasteries. While 
Catholicism in Brazil Is more relaxed and less dominant 
than it is in the Spanish-speaking Latin republics, it is 
still a powerful force, and 90 percent of the population 
professes to be part of it. However, as Pedro McGregor 
points out in his illuminating book The Moon and Two 
Mountains, the spiritist groups, frowned on by the Cath- 
olics, had 71 orphanages against 73 for the Catholics and 
25 for the Protestants. As for social assistance shelters, 
the spiritists, with their emphasis on charity, had 125, 
compared to 81 for the Catholics and 25 for the Prot- 
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estants. The Catholics in Congonhas do Campo were 
especially uneasy about intrusion by the spiritists, whether 
Umbanda, Guimbanda, or Kardecist, and fidgeted un- 
easily when there were any but minor stirrings along 
these lines. 

Arigo began to notice his fourth cousin, Arlete Andre, 
in the early part of 1943, and fell in love with her. When 
they were married later that year, there was great re- 
joicing in his family, because Arlete was also an intensely 
devout Catholic, as well as being a graceful and intelligent 
girl. By this time Arigo, at the age of twenty-five, had left 
the confinement of his father’s farm in favor of working in 
a local iron mine, where his strength and muscles could 
serve him well. 

Arigo would rise in the chill of the plateau mornings at 
three, for the mines where he worked were a dozen 
kilometers away- — about seven and a half miles. He and 
most of his fellow miners would walk this distance each 
day, both going to and coming back from work. For their 
efforts, they would receive a meager wage and massive 
calluses on their hands from swinging a pick all day. 

Working conditions were brutal. Most of the miners 
could not make ends meet. Some of them, Arigo told a 
friend, would bring empty lunch pails to work so they 
could disguise the fact that they were without money to 
buy food. Arigo burned with a strong sense of justice, and 
his indignation grew until, as the newly elected president 
of the union local, he sparked the workers into action. 
The result was a strike, led by Arigo. 

Even though Brazil’s 1946 Constitution protected the 
right of workers to strike, both the federal and state 
governments reserved the right to declare strikes illegal, 
without the inconvenience of observing due process. The 
common theory behind such action was that anyone who 
stirred up a strike was likely to be a communist. Whether 
he was a communist or not, he was likely to be declared 
so. 

Arigo was not, but the police moved in anyway. He 
was fired, but he resolved that he would continue to fight 
the injustice he and his fellow miners had suffered. His 
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wife Arlete stood by him firmly and took in work as a 
seamstress. His father also came to his support, and was 
able to set Arigo up in a tavern-restaurant combination 
in the village which became known as Bar do Arigo. 

In a way, it flourished. Arigo’s popularity drew a brisk 
trade. But his generosity worked against him. He could 
not resist lending money to a friend, or giving food to a 
stranger. He extended credit liberally, and not at all 
wisely. All the money he borrowed from Ms father went 
into the restaurant-bar. Very little was left for living, but 
he and Arlete and their growing family managed to sur- 
vive in the little old house on the Rua Marechal Floriano. 

Arigo kept afloat, his business buttressed by the con- 
siderable number of tourists who came to see the dramatic 
statues of Aleijadinho. But as Ms children continued to 
arrive in quick succession, he began having persistent and 
disturbing dreams. In them, the same guttural voice kept 
talking to him, In a language that sounded like German, 
which he had heard spoken at times but could not under- 
stand. His dreams were sometimes accompanied by blind- 
ing headaches, wMch woke him up and from which he 
could find no relief. As his fears increased, he came to 
dread the nighttime. 

He wanted to keep his anguish to himself, but finally 
had to confide in Arlete that he could not sleep at night. 
At times he would have to cry out in agony. Rather than 
disturb Arlete, he would dress and walk the streets of the 
town until the pain subsided. Other nights, Arlete would 
wake to find him crying beside her in the bed. 

One night an unusually vivid dream came to him, so 
vivid that he could not get it out of his mind. The scene 
was an operating room. There was a group of doctors 
and nurses gathered around a patient on the table, all 
dressed in surgical gowns. They seemed to be working 
with surgical instruments on the patient, meticulously, 
endlessly. Directing the procedure was a rather stout, 
bald man who was speaking to the others in the same 
accent and tone as the voice that had been plaguing him 
for so long. What disturbed Arigo so much was not the 
scene itself, but its utter reality. He could not separate it 
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from the actual. And night after night, the same dream 
returned. 

In spite of this, he was able to block the dream from 
his thoughts when daylight came. His business was tak- 
ing a turn for the better. He was able to buy some real 
estate, and dabbled in the used-car business with mod- 
erate success. Whenever the constantly repeating dream 
and the blinding headaches reached a crescendo, he would 
climb the cobblestone hill to the Church of Bom Jesus 
and pray. 

It wasn't long until a night came when the dream 
shifted from a nightmare to a full-scale hallucination. 
The fat, bald-headed doctor identified himself as Dr. 
Adolpho Fritz. In the hallucination, he told Arigo that 
he had died during the First World War and that his 
work on earth had never been completed. He had ob- 
served Arigo for a long time and knew of his generosity 
and love for his fellow man. He had chosen Arigo as 
the living vessel to carry on his work, with the help 
of other spirits who were doctors before they died. 
If Arigo was to find any peace, he would have to begin 
serving the sick and disturbed people who needed him. 
Arigo was to take a crucifix he had found on bis father’s 
farm some time before and hold it in his hand. In this 
way, he would cure the sick. 

The doctor standing before him was so real, the in- 
structions so far-fetched, and the fear so great within 
Arigo that he leaped up from the bed and went scream- 
ing, naked, through the streets of the village. Within 
moments a crowd had gathered, and Arlete ran out of 
the house after him. He was led gently back toward his 
house by several friends who had been brought to the 
street by his cries. He was sobbing and barely coherent. 

The situation was obviously serious. Back in his house, 
Arigo grew calmer, while Dr. Venceslau de Souza Coim- 
bra, the family doctor, was summoned. The doctor could 
find nothing wrong physically and prescribed a sedative. 
He felt, however, that Arigo should receive immediate 
psychiatric attention. Arigo agreed completely. He was 
now convinced that he was having delusions and that he 
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was utterly unable to combat them by himself. Father 
Penido, a parish priest, was also sum m oned, and prayed 
with him. 

The priest listened attentively as Arigo described his 
strange dreams and hallucinations. If Father Penido was 
more than attentive to the substance of that night s dream 
and to the advice given to Arigo by the strange German 
doctor to go out and heal the sick, there was good reason 
for it. The Catholic Church, in Congonhas as elsewhere, 
was touchy about the whole idea of spiritism making 
any inroads among the people, whether it involved the 
crudities of Guimbanda or the intellectualism of the Kar- 
decists. So far, Congonhas had remained mostly free of 
this disturbing influence, a condition devoutly wished for 
by the Catholic clergy. 

What Arigo was telling Father Penido about the 
dreams and hallucinations was alarming because it was 
indicative of what many spiritist healers had claimed 
was a sign of the development of a medium. Arigo was 
a solid Catholic. He knew little or nothing about Kardec. 

Tth his peculiar, untutored charisma he could become 
dangerous to the Church establishment if he leaned to- 
ward the work of a healer or a medium. Father Penido 
warned Arigo of this danger, and told him that he would 
immediately arrange for both medical and psychiatric 
examinations in Belo Horizonte. 

Arigo was more than willing. He went the next day 
for a complete physical examination, including X rays 
and blood tests, in the nearby city. He had a long con- 
sultation with a psychiatrist. Neither doctor could find 
anything particularly disturbing. His physical health 
seemed excellent; Ms psychiatric examination showed no 
signs of manifest psychosis, or even neurosis. Follow-up 
examinations confirmed the original conclusions. 

But the headaches, dreams, and hallucinations con- 
tinued. In spite of the anguish and distraction they 
brought, Arigo continued building his business and even 
started to dabble in local politics. He was still smarting 
from the injustices he had found as a miner, and felt the 
only way he could combat these was to support the cause 
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of labor both nationally and locally. He continued consult- 
ing with Father Penido and other members of the clergy, 
and continued seeing a doctor. No evident physical symp- 
toms showed up. Occasionally, during the day, he would 
have a brief fainting spell, blacking out and remembering 
nothing afterward. He became convinced he was going in- 
sane, and pleaded with both the priests and the doctor to 
help him further. 

At length, because the nature of the hallucinations sug- 
gested the possibility of possession, Father Penido decided 
on the need for the exorcising ritual of the Church. It was 
carried out with all the ancient and elaborate ceremony 
that had characterized the process back through the his- 
tory of the Catholic Church: the burning of incense, the 
chanting of litanies and adjurations, the blessing of the 
house to free the sufferer from evil spirits. 

Apparently the spirits were not listening, because the 
ritual did not work. On the other hand, the dreams and 
hallucinations did not seem to involve evil spirits. If any- 
thing, the attitude of the alleged Dr. Fritz was benevolent. 
But Arigo was literally exhausted from resisting the Ger- 
man doctor of the spirit world. Whatever anyone else 
thought, the events that were plaguing Arigo were ines- 
capably real to him. 

Almost out of desperation, he wondered what might 
happen if he gave in to the intransigent demands of the 
so-called Dr. Fritz. He had a chance to try shortly later. 
He encountered a friend of his who was a cripple, who 
walked on crutches and received much sympathy from the 
citizens of the town. Hardly thinking before he spoke, 
Arigo found himself blurting out in his rough-hewn way: 
“It’s about time you got rid of those crutches.” He 
grabbed them from the man and told him to walk. The 
man did so, and continued to remain able to do so. 

Far from relieving his mind, the incident filled Arigo 
with more fear. If all this were true, he was being shoul- 
dered with an enormous responsibility which he had no 
rational way of carrying out. In addition, he- had been 
warned by Father Penido about spiritism and the Kardecist 
philosophy, and had no desire to go against the tenets of 
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the Church. In spite of his fear, and very tentatively, he 
tried again with some other friends who were sick with 
varied complaints, simply by using verbal commands to 
them. They reported back that whatever he had done, it 
had worked. But at times, he had to be told that he had 
issued these commands. He had no memory of them. But 
strangely enough, his headaches and hallucinations had 
stopped altogether during the few weeks he had given in to 
the impulse prescribed by Dr. Fritz. 

It wasn’t long before word spread around the town, and 
it brought Father Penido on the run. The priest spoke 
sharply. Arigo had placed himself in direct conflict with 
the Church. He was already being spoken of as a curan- 
deiro , the Portuguese word for quack or charlatan. Arigo 
litsened to the priest intently. He was anything but a rebel 
as far as the Church was concerned. Further, he was re- 
pelled by what the priests had told him about spiritism: it 
was a heresy of the first order, and should be avoided at 
all costs. He confessed to his weakness in giving in to the 
instructions of Dr. Fritz, and agreed to stop. 

One of the first steps he took was to put up a prominent 
sign on his door: in this house, we are all catholics, 
spiritism is a thing of the devil. Arlete, whose con- 
cern had been growing even more than Arigo’s, was 
pleased with this action. Perhaps now they would have 
some peace. But this had no sooner been done when 
Arigo’s dreams, hallucinations, and headaches returned 
with a fury, along with the daytime blackouts, in which his 
memory was wiped out for the duration. There were more 
visits to Belo Horizonte, this time to several doctors and 
psychiatrists, but the image of Dr. Fritz became more 
insistent. 

While all this turmoil did not at first affect the business 
at his restaurant, Arigo was very concerned about what it 
would mean to his political aspirations. He knew enough 
about his own motives to know that his political hopes 
were not slanted for personal gain, but arose from a real 
1 and almost irresistible impulse to help his fellow man. This 
was no casual idealistic impulse. In fact, he found it a 
distinct liability at times, and he worried about it. He had 
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many friends who worked in a local factory that was expe- 
riencing shaky financial times. Many of them were worried 
about the plant closing, and Arigo offered them almost un- 
limited credit. He did the same for many others, and could 
not resist lending money to almost anyone who asked for 
it. He was not a good businessman, and after a short 
period of burgeoning prosperity, he was alarmed to dis- 
cover that he was heading for financial disaster. In spite 
of this, he gathered and bought clothing for the poor and 
their children on dozens of occasions. 

Now he was faced with this new and unsought thrust 
from “Dr. Fritz,” and his conscience was caught in a 
squeeze between an obsessional drive of unknown dimen- 
sions and the Catholic Church, which would look on him 
as a heretic if he yielded to this undefined impetus. He was 
in this state of confusion in 1950, at the age of thirty-two, 
when Senator Bittencourt had arrived in town to solicit his 
political support. 

The memory of all these chaotic scenes was in his mind 
as he drove his jeep back toward Congonhas. However 
deep his concern for his fellow man, Arigo always drove 
with utter disregard for life and limb. In Brazil, as in 
nearly all developing countries, awareness of the deadli- 
ness of the motor vehicle has not yet set in, in spite of the 
frequent bloody and harrowing accidents that strew the 
roads. His tension and worry from the incident in the hotel 
room with Senator Bittencourt were terrifying, and he was 
again tormented by the fear that he was on the verge of 
insanity. 

As he screeched around the hairpin turns of the road to 
Congonhas. he searched his mind trying to remember if 
he actually had gone into the senator’s room with his 
razor and done what the senator said he had done. He 
could remember none of it. His razor was in its regular 
place when he packed to leave. There was no evidence of 
blood on it. He had had only two glasses of wine to drink, 
and had clearly remembered going to bed and starling to 
go to sleep. His next memory was of the senator pounding 
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on the door and asking him to go with him to get a cup 
of tea. 

What might happen after Senator Bittencourt’s plane 
reached Rio brought Arigo more terror. Suppose the 
senator brought charges against him? What if the 'opera- 
tion' caused him to die? What would Bittencourt s doctor 
say when he saw what had happened? That the operation 
had taken place could not be denied. And, with the long 
history of his curandeiro impulses recorded imong the 
villagers and in the files of the Church and the Beio 
Horizonte doctors, it would be logical for them ro assume 
that Arigo had done the operation, even though he didn't 
recall it at all. The whole problem had reached a new in- 
tensity, and he did not know how to cope with it. 

It was a confused and disarrayed Arigo who arrived in 
Congonhas do Campo later that morning. His nost press- 
ing decision was whether he should tell anyone lbout what 
had happened. Both Arlete and Father Penidn vould be 
totally distraught if he told them, and the town vould be 
in an uproar. There was already too much mile I'-nund the 
town about the puzzling cures that had resulted tom his 
previous actions. He struggled with the decision to tell or 
not to tell, but could not bring himself to make it. 

In a very short time, the decision was made for him. 
Incredible news arrived from Senator Bitten conn He had 
gone immediately from the airport to his doctor o Rio. He 
had been examined, the wound probed, and X tvs aken. 
Because of the strangeness of what had h aproned ’ n the 
hotel room in Belo Horizonte, he had shrunk n irst from 
telling his doctor anything until the examination was com- 
plete, He merely had mentioned that he had been oper- 
ated on. 

The Rio doctor, assuming that the operation had been 
done in the United States, as he had instructed, glowed 
with satisfaction about the results of the X rays. He ex- 
plained to the senator that the tumor had been cleanly re- 
moved by a very unusual surgical technique that did not 
seem to be known in Brazil. As far as he could tell, the 
prognosis should be excellent. Yet before the operation, he 
had been very pessimistic, and frankly did not think that 
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Senator Rittencourt had much longer to live. He would 
follow u. with further tests, but the picture had changed 
from one of complete despair to unqualified optimism. 

It was then that the senator told the doctor what had 
happened. The doctor listened, incredulous. He found it 
impossible to believe. Rut Senator Rittencourt insisted, 
and the doctor was forced to accept the explanation. If this 
was true — and the doctor had confidence in the senator’s 
veracity — there would have to be some sort of study to 
verify the medical skills of this rare curandeiro. Either that 
or the Brazilian Medical Association would have to take 
action against him. In the meantime, the fact remained 
that Senator Lueio Rittencourt was a well man, and if the 
future tests turned out to be as favorable as the doctor was 
confident they would be, the senator would remain in good 
health indefinitely. 

The additional tests were favorable, and Rittencourt 
was not one to keep a good thing quiet. After dispatching 
the incredible news to Congonhas do Campo, he told the 
story to everyone who would listen. Within days, it spread 
across the press in all of Brazil In Congonhas do 
Campo Arigo became a folk hero overnight — to the con- 
sternation and distress of both the Church and his family. 
Arigo protested that he was not at all sure he had done 
such an operation, that the incident, if it happened, was 
bringing him nothing but anxiety and apprehension. 

The immoderate exuberance of Senator Rittencourt was 
matched by the towering disapproval of the Church. 
Father Penido took Arigo in hand and reminded him of 
his promise to stop such behavior. Things had now gone 
too far. Arigo. protested that it was impossible to stop 
what he never remembered doing, or what he was not con- 
scious of doing. He had not knowingly, he assured the 
priest, done anything whatever to violate his promise. 
The situation presented a baffling point of order, and 
strained the competence of Father Penido in trying to 
come up with a viable answer. The problem was almost 
imponderable and raised the specter of spiritism where it 
was least welcome. 

Disturbed as she was, Arlete comforted, supported, and 
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ministered to her disquieted husband. His life seemed to 
be piling up with a series of crises, involving his business, 
his political hopes, and his psychological stability. 

Meanwhile, the hallucinations featuring Dr. Fritz would 
not let up, and they gave him no surcease. Because of 
Arigo’s basic honesty and charisma, the villagers for the 
most part stood behind him as loyally as Ms wife. Senator 
Bittencourt returned to the town with lavish praise for 
Arigo’s inconceivable surgical prowess, which encouraged 
the small spiritist group in town to become more vocal and 
conspicuous. They felt that spiritism was the only possible 
explanation of the seeming miracle that Arigo had per- 
formed. They claimed that Arigo was a bona fide medium 
who had not yet realized his potential. 

The spiritists went even further. They claimed that 
during some of their mediumistic sessions — carried on in 
the intellectualized Kardec tradition, and strictly without 
Umbanda rituals of any kind — Dr. Adolpho Fritz had 
made himself known to them. He told them that he had 
spent sixteen years preparing Arigo to carry on the work 
of healing. The discarnate German doctor, allegedly 
speaking^ through the medium, said that he had been 
Workington a medium up north in Bahia, but that the 
man did not have Arigo’s selfless qualities and would be 
likely to turn his talents to self-aggrandizement, to say 
nothing of commercial advantage. Since one of the strict 
rules of the Kardec philosophy is that no healer can accept 
any money for his work. Dr. Fritz had turned to Arigo, 
whom he was sure would not violate that principle. 

When told of this theory, Arigo dismissed it. The little 
he knew about mediums came from the pungent warnings 
of Father Penido, and he would have none of it. Still dis- 
tressed, he tried to continue his ordinary routine in the 
face of the fast-moving events* that were overrunning his 
life. 

He tried to assume a posture of normalcy, difficult as It 
was. Not all the Catholic clergy were as severe as the 
official position of the Church itself. Padre Pascoal, who 
had taught Arigo his first catechism, was particularly fond 
of him, and felt that he had spiritual qualities of great 
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depth and beauty. The padre had been a chaplain in 
World War II and had observed many strange things on 
the battlefield that could not be explained. As a result, he 
had studied hypnotism and parapsychology. He was con- 
vinced that Arigo was undergoing some kind of para- 
psychologic experience that was worthy of extensive study. 
He comforted Arigo, asked him to have faith and courage. 
“God puts things in the right place at the right time,” he 
told Arigo 'He writes straight things in curved lines.” 

The consternation that swept the streets of the village 
when Senator Bittencourt brought his astounding medical 
news reverberated everywhere. Jose da Cunha, mayor of 
Conponhas. bad grown up with Arigo in the village. He 
tried to piece together the background of his friend to 
exp] am the phenomenon that seemed to be growing into a 
modern legend-. But he could find little to explain the 
roots of Arigo’s mysterious powers. Arigo had always held 
his friends spellbound with stories and anecdotes, always 
seemed to have a fresh viewpoint on everything. He was 
alway bursting with great good humor, and constantly 
joking with his friends. The mayor couldn’t resist the 
temptation of wondering whether all the recent happenings 
were no- just one of Arigo’s jokes. Whatever it was, the 
mayor was convinced of Ariao’s basic goodness and his 
unqualified affection for other people. What would follow 
next in this strange series of events neither he nor anyone 
else in the village could know. 

What did happen next came with such suddenness that 
it brought one of the biggest shock waves that Congonhas 
do Cam pa had ever experienced. 

The woman was very sick. She suffered from cancer of 
the uterus. There was no hope at all. and death was ex- 
pected at any minute. She lay on her bed, surrounded by 
close relatives and a few friends. Candles were lit in the 
quiet room, and the priest arrived to administer extreme 
unction, the last rites of the Church. The family were good 
friends uf Arigo, and he and Ariete called at the house to 
pay then last respects to the dying woman. It was a 
solemn scene, and a sad one. The priest completed the 
ritual, and quietly left. 
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In the silence that followed, Arigo bowed his head with 
the others in silent prayer. Then he began to experience a 
feeling which had become familiar to him: a tingling that 
began in his head and slowly moved down through his 
legs. He started to tremble and his eyes became clouded. 

Then, without warning, he burst into the kitchen and 
ran back into the room in a matter of moments. There 
was a large kitchen knife in his hands. With a sharp, com- 
manding voice, he ordered everyone to stand back. The 
gathering was frozen with terror, and didn’t dare move. 
Pulling down the sheets, he spread the woman's legs and 
plunged the knife directly into the vagina, probing vio- 
lently, twisting the blade, slicing the flesh to widen the 
opening. 

A woman relative screamed and ran out of the room. 
The others stood transfixed. The dying woman lay quietly, 
unperturbed, as he continued to plunge and jab the blade 
mercilessly. Then he removed the blade, forced his hand 
into the opening, savagely twisting his wrist as he did so. 
In a matter of seconds he withdrew his hand, yanking out 
an enormous bloody uterine tumor, the size of a small 
grapefruit. He crossed to the kitchen, dropped the knife 
and the ugly flesh into the sink, and then sank down on a 
chair beside it. 

It had all happened so fast that the onlookers simply 
could not believe what they were seeing. There was little 
bleeding, beyond that on the blood-soaked tumor. One 
relative muttered that he was going for a doctor, and ran 
out. Others looked mutely, helplessly toward Vigo, who 
was now holding his head in his hand and sobbing. A 
sister of the dying woman shook herself free from her 
paralysis, ran to the kitchen, and returned with a basin of 
warm water and a washcloth. Arlete moved almost as if in 
a dream, and knelt beside her husband. There were tears 
in her eyes. 

Arigo seemed to be in another world. He could hardly 
respond to Arlete’s questions. When he seemed to have 
gained more control of himself, she took him by the arm 
and led him out of the house, still sobbing. 

The doctor arrived shortly afterward, and quickly ex- 
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ami ned the dying woman. He ] coked first for hemorrhag- 
ing, but there was none. The patient was conscious, had 
felt no pain, and was not at all sure what had happened 
to her. Hei pulse and heartbeat were satisfactory. She felt 
no discomfort, whatever, either during or after the experi- 
ence. She felt only relief now. The doctor turned to the 
others and asked them to describe what had happened. 
They did so, in meticulous detail. 

The doctor then examined the tumor. There was no 
question that this was a uterine tumor. What’s more, it 
was a growth that was considered to be inoperable. He 
wrapped it to take with him for further tests. Then he 
rechecked his patient. This was unquestionably the strang- 
est medical case he had ever encountered — if not in medi- 
cal history. Just what the prognosis would be for his 
patient, he had no possible way to determine. 

But the information that finally did emerge a few days 
later was that the patient, was getting better. On the heels 
of Senator Bittencourfs case, this news literally rocked 
the town. Within days, people began lining up outside 
Arigo’s house, imploring him to treat them. Knowing the 
new turmoil that was now seizins the Catholic clergy, 1 he 

v-V • 

turned to them for help and looked to the Church for 
refuge from the clamoring demands of the sick. The Church 
authorities pleaded, cajoled, and demanded that Arigo not 
give in to the supplications. He tried to resist, but the 
impulse spurred by Dr. Fritz would give him no rest. And 
when the dying woman he had operated on rallied and was 
able to return to normal life, the pressure to help those 
who were begging for treatment became irresistible. One 
morning, when nearly a hundred people gathered outside 
his door, Arigo opened it and let them come in, one by 
one. 

But when he finished seeing them that day, he remem- 
bered 1? Ltle or nothing about what he had done. He was 
told that he had either written complicated prescriptions 
in all the proper pharmacological terms or had taken a 
kitchen knife or household scissors and had operated. He 
had asked questions of none of the patients. His diagnosis 
was instant, the minute the patient came up to him. He 
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either wrote out the prescription or took hold of the knife. 
Again, there was no pain, no bleeding, no sterile precau- 
tions. Most puzzling to many was that he often spoke in a 
German accent. 

Arigo continued letting the sick in, day after day. His 
household turned into total chaos. He continued to have 
little or no memory of what took place — an amnesic veil 
descended on him from the time he met the first patient 
until the last was gone. But out of the chaos came two 
very clear results: his hallucinations and headaches 
stopped, and patient after patient reported complete cures 
— -including some that had an unqualified medical prog- 
nosis of death. 

It was obvious that this could not keep up. Arlete was 
thrown into total confusion. The Church had now hard- 
ened in its posture: Arigo must stop this, or find himself 
unwelcome in the faith. The command stopped just short 
of the threat of excommunication. Arigo, his headaches 
and hallucinations gone, toughened in his own way. He 
still accepted the Church wholeheartedly. He was faithful 
to it. He went to Mass regularly and received Holy Com- 
munion. He did not want to give up the Church, but he 
felt that he was inexorably compelled to continue his heal- 
ing work. He was needed — why else did the people jam 
the streets in front of his house from daybreak on? 

He was soon visited by a man named Orlandino 
Ferreira, who was the nominal leader of the Kardecist 
group in Congonhas do Campo. By now there was no 
question in this gentleman’s mind that the previous com- 
munication with Dr. Fritz, through their own medium, was 
valid. He talked soberly and at great length to Arigo, ex- 
plaining what was happening in terms of the Kardec phi- 
losophy. 

Ferreira told Arigo that according to Kardecist belief, 
the spirit of Dr. Adolpho Fritz was “incorporated” in him 
— a case of benign possession, as opposed to the black- 
magic practice of conjuring up evil spirits. When Dr. Fritz 
entered into Arigo, he literally took him over, supplying 
any diagnostic or surgical knowledge necessary for the 
case at hand. In other words, it was not Arigo’s fingers or 
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hands doing the operations, nor was it Arigo s mind pre- 
scribing the complicated pharmaceuticals which Arigo 
consciously knew little or nothing about. 

But there was more involved than Dr. Fritz, Ferreira 
went on to say. There was a complete spirit band that 
worked together in this cause, which he would explain 
later. He wanted Arigo to know some of this background 
so that he would have more peace of mind to carry out 
his important work. And Ferreira assured Arigo that by 
accepting this Kardecist phenomenon that had arrived in 
such an unwelcome way, he would have no need of for- 
swearing the Catholic Church. Further, his faith in Christ 
would be more profound than ever. He knew the terrible 
conflicts that must be going on in Arigo 5 s mind, and as- 
sured him they would be eased rather than aggravated if 
he followed his new calling. 

There certainly would be no conflict in basic belief, 
Ferreira continued. Kardec taught that science and reli- 
gion were not even remotely in conflict with each other. 
Science merely was revealing the laws of nature, and in 
doing so was glorifying God. But science had much more 
to learn — especially in the areas of the paranormal, which 
had not even been scratched yet. The Kardec spiritists be- 
lieved that the spirit world is simply less condensed than 
the material world, the world known to science. But it is 
the primary world of reality, and the material world is 
subservient to it. Thoughts and emotions create very real 
and traceable electrical energy patterns in the physical 
body, as a polygraph or an EEG will easily record. So 
much more so does the human will, or the soul, according 
to the Kardecists. The biggest job of science is to explore 
this relationship between the spirit sphere and the material 
world, he added. 

Arigo was in no position to absorb this type of philoso- 
phy at the moment. But it opened his mind to new vistas 
and encouraged him to go on with his healing work. He 
was persuaded by Ferreira to recognize the possibility that 
he was a medium, and as such, a channel to this strange 
new world he was not only learning about, but experi- 
encing. 
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Arigo also recognized that he was now in the position 
of an acrobat split between two tightropes — the Church 
on one side and Kardec spiritism on the other. It was not 
a comfortable position, yet he was unable to fall either 
way. The continuing complication was that he was usually 
unable to remember anything he did after he felt the 
strange tingling sensation that marked the takeover, or 
“incorporation," by Dr. Fritz. 

And there were the mundane problems that were plagu- 
ing him In addition to the condemnation of his behavior 
by the Church establishment, his family life was suffering 
acutely. His restaurant was faltering now, on the edge of 
bankruptcy. 

And in the distance were ominous rumbles signaling 
that the Brazilian Medical Association, along with the 
Catholic Church, was preparing legal action through the 
police of the state of Minas Gerais, Division of Robbery 
and Falsification. 


The stress on Arigo was not eased by Senator Bittencourt. 
The senator continued to relate his miraculous surgical 
experience wtih Arigo wherever he spoke, and the more 
the senator talked, the more the Brazilian press picked up 
the story and repeated it. As a result, people began com- 
ing from great distances to line up early in the morning 
outside Arigo's little house. The crowds became more 
cosmopolitan. They were no longer confined to the poor 
and beseeching. The tailored suits that marked the pros- 
perous businessman, the chic lines of a Dior dress, mingled 
occasionally with the dusty work clothes of the farmer or 
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miner. Cars with out-of-state license plates began to ap- 
pear in profusion. 

Arigo worked with his patients indefatigably, continu- 
ing to mutter German words, a language he never knew 
or studied, issuing loud and blustery commands, seizing a 
knife and lunging at the passive patients, who, for reasons 
unknown, never flinched or resisted. The local pharmacist 
found himself hard put to stock up on many strange new 
drugs he had never heard of before. A heavy preponder- 
ance of the drugs, he discovered from the detail men, were 
of German origin. Some were so new that they had barely 
arrived in the pharmaceutical warehouses of Rio or Sao 
Paulo. Others were old and hadn’t been generally pre- 
scribed in years. All, however, were part of the modern 
pharmacopeia. Arigo's hands wrote the prescriptions in a 
matter of seconds, his pen moving so fast that the pre- 
scription was ready almost before the patient could reach 
for it. 

Tourists who came to see the statues ol Aleiiadinho 
often stayed on to see Arigo about a chronic ailment. 
They returned to their homes with glowing stories about 
what they had seen and experienced. Some felt rhere was 
a metaphysical connection between the miraculous stat- 
uary of the little crippled leper centuries before ind the 
miraculous cures that Arigo seemed to be perpetrating. 
The spiritists in town had already accepted this theory. 

In spite of the growing reverence he inspired, Arigo 
was no saint and never pretended to be. He stoutly 
maintained that it was not he who was curing, it was the 
teamwork of Dr. Fritz and Jesus. He denounced “low 
spiritism," carefully avoiding, however, any condemnation 
of the Tar dec intellectuals, who were now creating a 
heavy influence on his outlook. He would announce at the 
beginning of each session that no one would be allowed 
to pay anything, not even the smallest gift. “Jesus never 
charged for what he did,’ he would tell the gathering. 
“Neither will I. But I am a sinner like you.” 

though her household was now a shambles, Arlete 
continued to be mutely patient, tom and puzzled bv this 
inexorable tide that had gathered. At the end of the long 
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day and evening, there would be vomit and some — very 
little — blood to clean up. And Arigo might inexplicably 
vomit himself, as if he had absorbed some of the ills of his 
patients, his eyes watering and clear fluid uncontrollably 
flooding from his mouth. 

The sheer foot-traffic problem became onerous. Arigo 
had no one to help him. Arlete had all she could do to 
handle the growing family and the sewing she took in to 
buttress their diminishing income. Ferreira, watching the 
incredible tide that was growing each day, talked with 
Arigo about establishing a spiritist center where the 
burden would be eased from his family. Plans were made 
to shift the clinic to the empty church across the street 
from Arigo’s house, no longer in use, and better adapted 
to handling the crowds. 

It was during this time that a gentle, soft-spoken man 
in his late forties named Jose Nilo de Oiiveiro began 
having trouble with his left eye. Better known as Altimiro 
the Black, because of his dark skin, he worked as a com- 
positor for the publications of the Catholic Church, having 
retired from a clerical job with the state welfare and pen- 
sion office Since his livelihood depended on his sight, his 
worry’ increased over the days. His doctor told him he had 
a cataract, and that it was inoperable at the time. He held 
out no hope for corrective surgery in the foreseeable 
future. 

Altimiro, along with the entire village and country, in 
fact, had heard of Arigo. He was aware of the growing 
hostility of the Church against Arigo, and dismissed the 
brash idea of visiting this living legend. He was also in- 
clined to think that the reports coming out about the 
healer could not possibly be true. But when he learned 
that several priests and other officials of the Church had 
quietly gone to Arigo and reported cures where conven- 
tional medicine had failed, he mustered up his courage 
and stood in line. 

What he saw as he moved up toward the front of the 
line both frightened and fascinated him. The giant, bull- 
sized man was explosively speaking his guttural Portu- 
guese, sprinkled with words that must have been German, 
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ordering the line to move along, scolding some, putting 
his arm around others, alternately writing prescriptions 
and slicing his kitchen knife into a patient without any 
preamble. Altimiro found himself transfixed by the man, 
by his skill and sureness and confidence. By the time he 
reached the front of the line, his apprehension suddenly 
left him. 

Before he knew what was happening, Arigo had pushed 
him almost roughly against the wall, asking him no ques- 
tions. He reached for a knife on the small table in front 
of him. For some Inexplicable reason, Altimiro felt no 
fear whatever. He mutely watched Arigo’s hand, the knife 
blade coming toward his eye. Then he felt a very slight 
pain, less than a pinprick. In seconds, he felt Arigo press 
into his hand a tiny gelatinous piece of membrane. Then 
he heard Arigo say: “Go with God.” 

Altimiro moved off numbly, and by the next morning 
his eye could see clearly, without the thick-lensed glasses 
used for cataract cases. When he sheepishly visited his 
doctor later for an examination, the doctor was at a total 
loss for an explanation. If the lens of an eye is removed, 
it is considered impossible for the eye to accommodate 
and focus properly. His defective eye now did so. Al- 
timiro was content to let the question ride. His brief ex- 
posure to Arigo made him determine that he wanted to 
work for this man, regardless of the circumstances. 

His resolve was buttressed when he took his uncle to 
Arigo. The uncle was suffering from stomach cancer, and 
his doctor held out no hope. But Altimiro watched in 
suspended disbelief as Arigo took a large kitchen knife, 
plunged it into the viscera, reached in his hand, and 
pulled out a tumorous mass. When some bleeding began, 
he saw Arigo lift his eyes toward the ceiling and say: 
“Jesus does not want you to bleed.” Miraculously, the 
bleeding stopped. Then Arigo spoke again: “Dr. Fritz, 
please close the wound.” He then ran a piece of cotton 
over the gaping cut, wiping it lightly. The wound joined 
neatly, without stitches. Altimiro was almost in shock by 
the time it was over, but he told Arigo that he wanted to 
work for him, without pay. Arigo, as if the whole thing 
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were preordained, accepted immediately and without com- 

In spite of his twinges of conscience about the conflict 
between the Church and Arigo, Altimiro became an in- 
valuable adjunct to Arigo. It wasn’t too long before he 
was able to type up the illegible scrawl that Arigo 
scribbled as prescriptions. In addition, Altimiro devised a 
system where he would issue numbered cards to the peo- 
ple standing in line, on a first-come, first-served basis. 

Arigo had not yet brought the entire Church thunder- 
ing down on him, but it seemed to be only a question of 
time. A sympathetic pocket of priests, including Padre 
Pasco al, were in charge of the Church radio station that 
sat high on the hill next to the Church of Bom Jesus, 
under the shadows of the guardian statuary of Aieija- 
dinho They had become convinced through quiet investi- 
gation th'at Arigo was achieving unheard-of results. Intense 
scientific study was needed, rather than censure, they felt. 
They were inclined to look at the phenomenon as para- 
psychology rather than spiritism. In this way, Arigo would 
stand a better chance of being accepted by the Church. 

In fact, a young aggressive priest, Bona venture Klop- 
penberg. who had been vigorously attacking spiritism 
throughout the country, had recently written: “The Cath- 
olic Church does not prohibit the study of parapsychology 
or the phenomenon of the medium. The Catholic is per- 
mitted to study either metaphysics or parapsychology. In 
fact. Catholic scientists in universities should study these 
fields.” 

It was this sort of loophole that Arigo’s friend in the 
Church establishment clung to, for they liked Arigo and 
wanted him to stay with the Church. 

But there were others of the hierarchy less charitable. 
They were already in contact with the medical society of 
Minas Gerais to see just how they might go about bringing 
down the law on Arigo. In spite of what amounted to an 
open practice of illegal medicine, they would have to tread 
very carefully to push a trial. It would most certainly be 
held in Congonhas do Campo, and there was no telling 
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what the citizenry would do if their folk hero were thus 
treated. 

Arigo was widely popular, had been so even before his 
mystique in miracle cures had developed. He was known 
as a champion of the downtrodden and for his dedication 
to the cause of the miners. His sudden blooming into a 
healer now made him revered as well as popular. Brazilian 
authorities everywhere in the country were always forced 
to look the other way when it came to the primitive forms 
of spiritism in the Quimbanda and Umbanda iraditions. 
There would not be enough prisons to hold all the fol- 
lowers of these ritualistic Afro-Brazilian religions. The 
Kardec spiritists were less conspicuous and more re- 
spected. Further, Arigo had now attracted as patients 
some of the leading statesmen and political fi cures in 
Brazil, so far had his fame spread. For the time being, it 
was more prudent for the police to look the other way — 
but it couldn’t be certain how long that would last. 

After finally having to sell his restaurant, Arigo con- 
centrated on real estate and the used-car business to sup- 
port his family. He also decided to campaign vigorously 
for the post of mayor of the town. No one quite under- 
stood where he got all the energy to add this burden to 
his already overloaded schedule. He continued, however, 
to place his healing work ahead of all other commitments, 

A portrait of Arigo began to be pieced together from 
many points of view. Slowly, a tapestry emerged as his 
fame — or notoriety, depending on the observer -spread 
across the country. The tapestry was as confused and 
variegated as a Picasso print, but there was truth rising 
out of the paradoxes. Arigo was in fact many personalities, 
involving grossly contradictory traits. Adding to the con- 
fusion were the subjective projections of those who shaped 
the portrait. 

Some related to his coarseness. Some saw him as saint- 
ly, and endowed him with this quality above all others. 
Some saw only his sensuality, because he was a sensual 
man, and many stories were spread about his real or sup- 
posed infidelities. Many would not believe he was so self- 
less that he refused money or gifts, although no real 
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evidence was ever presented that would refute this. Be- 
fore he started each daily session, he publicly declared 
that no one would be permitted to pay. He would not even 
accept a cup of coffee. He repeated this so often that any 
under-the-table dealings would have sprung into public 
currency like a brush fire, fanned by his enemies. 

The cross section of observers who tried to dissect and 
analyze Arigo was widely diversified. Aside from the 
blatant!) curious, the people who gathered before his door 
each day were motivated by one essential problem: mod- 
em medical science had gone as far as it could go with 
them, and had given up. The problem might be minor 
and chronic, or major and lethal. Wasn’t it worth the 
chance, they thought, to try something else, even if it 
seemed patently absurd? 

One point of view came from an intelligent, attractive 
press officer of the United Slates Information Agency in 
Belo Horizonte. She was a devout Brazilian Catholic, and 
therefore was ostensibly not supposed to have any faith 
in the Kardec healing philosophy. She had a nine-year- 
old boy who suffered painfully and persistently from acute 
asthma. The family doctor had prescribed allergy medica- 
tions and injections, but these were almost totally inef- 
fective The attacks continued and worsened. As a last 
resort, she made a timid decision to take her boy to Arigo. 

She arrived early in the morning, but there were already 
more than a hundred people in line, mostly working peo- 
ple of modest means She was impressed by watching 
Arigo as she waited her turn, and, though rather fright- 
ened b\ his rude, blusrering manner, she sensed a deep 
kindness underneath. His treatment of the boy followed 
what was now his usual procedure. In a matter of seconds, 
ArigoT beefy hand had scrawled out a prescription. He 
said practically nothing asked no questions. She was di- 
rected to take the paper to Altimiro, who quickly typed it 
out, and the session was over. 

She had an impulse to donate some money, but was 
sharph told this was not permitted. Later, she had many 
second thoughts about filling the prescription, but her 
desperation overcame her fear. With considerable trepida- 
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tion, she took the prescription to the drugstore and had it 
filled. She followed the instructions carefully, worried 
about whether the medicines would do any harm. She was 
very pessimistic because the long courses of other drugs 
that her regular physician had been administering over 
several years had been next to useless. How could the 
prescription from the untutored Arigo possibly be any 
better? 

She watched anxiously over several weeks, relieved to 
notice that at least there were no side effects or adverse 
reactions. But the weeks extended into months, and the 
frightening asthma attacks never came back again. 

As an intelligent woman and a Catholic, she was at a 
loss to explain the dramatic change. All she could say was 
that she no longer doubted Arigo and was enormously 
grateful to him. But she remained puzzled and unenlight- 
ened about what had really taken place. 

Not long after Arigo's fame began radiating out of his 
little mining village, H. V. Walter, the British consul in 
Belo Horizonte, got wind of his prowess. Being a man of 
intense curiosity and erudition, Walter was fascinated by 
the stories that were filtering down from Congonhas do 
Campo. 

Not the least of these stories came from his close friend 
Carlos Paranhos da Costa Cruz, a dentist whose office 
was in the same building as the British consulate. Cruz, a 
graduate of the University of Brazil, appeared in the con- 
sulate office one day visibly shaken. Walter offered him a 
stiff pinV gin and asked what the story was. Dr. Cruz 
told him that he had just returned from Congonhas do 
Campo with his father-in-law and sister-in-law, and didn’t 
know how to describe what had happened. 

Sonia, his sister-in-law. and a woman of means and 
education, had been suffering acutely for six months from 
pains in her back. In addition, there was a suspicious 
lump growing in her mid section, and she was losing weight 
rapidly. The condition was diagnosed by her doctors— 
including her own father, who was a doctor— to be cancer 
of the liver. There was little hope, because the condition 
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was considered inoperable. Out of desperation, Cruz went 
with her and her father to Arigo. 

Arigo asked no questoins, and didn’t even examine the 
patient. He abruptly took Cruz and his father-in-law aside 
and told them that she had a tumor on the liver. She 
would have to be operated on immediately. Both were 
reluctant, but Arigo insisted there was no other choice. 

Within minutes, Sonja was placed on newspapers on 
the floor of Arigo ’s small room, Arigo brought some cot- 
ton and several instruments, Including scissors and knives. 
He selected a penknife and made an incision. Both Cruz 
and his father-in-law knew that it was impossible to cut 
into the liver without massive hemorrhaging, and neither 
could explain why they permitted this to be done, or why 
they stood by passively as Arigo cut into the patient with 
an unsterilized knife and no anesthesia. Perhaps, they 
thought later, it was because this was the last chance: all 
else had been given up. 

They watched for the blood to spurt out, but only a 
thin trickle slid from the sides of the wound. Then, Cruz 
claimed, an even stranger thing happened. Arigo inserted 
the scissors deep into the wound, removed his hand, and 
the scissors seemed to move by themselves. Cruz turned 
to look at his father-in-law, who nodded and exchanged 
glances. Later, they were to compare notes and confirm, 
at least to themselves, what they had seen. In moments, 
Arigo removed the scissors, reached into the wound, and 
pulled out a tumorous growth. With a showmanlike flour- 
ish, he slapped the tumor into Cruz’s hand. Then he took 
the cotton and wiped it along the incision. When he was 
finished, the edges of the wound adhered together without 
stitches and Arigo momentarily placed a crucifix on it. 
Then he told Sonja to rise, which she was able to do. She 
was weak and shaky, but felt no pain. 

The trio left Congonhas stunned and speechless. Cruz 
and his father-ip-law, both being professional men, found 
themselves faced with believing what was unbelievable and 
accepting something that was scientifically impossible to 
accept. To them, the experience was more incredible than 
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any In Lourdes, if only because this operation was real, 
tangible, verifiable — and yet it was a miracle. 

The British consul listened intently to Cruz’s story. He 
had been at his post in Brazil for over a decade and was 
prepared for almost anything. He followed the case with 
interest Although the biopsy confirmed cancer, the liver 
regenerated itself— and Sonja gained back all her lost 
weigh’ and was completely restored to normal health. 
Carlos Cruz, determined to find just how such an event 
could happen, returned to Congonhas do Campo several 
times, taking H. V. Walter with him. Although he was a 
layman, the consul had broad interest in medical science, 
and watched in astonishment as Arigo went through his 
daily routine. 

Cruz, finding that his further observations of Arigo 
confirmed the unbelievable capacity of the man, was 
forced to come to the conclusion that there simply was no 
scientific explanation for it. Even Arigo’s use of the Ger- 
man language was startling enough. Cruz was hoping to 
gather enough data to persuade several different profes- 
sional societies to make a special study, and perhaps even 
the Ministry of Health. It was obvious that the law could 
not permit Arigo to continue his practice, and the author- 
ities were certain to clamp down on him. This made good 
sense. But if some way could be found to bring Arigo into 
a carefully controlled scientific study, medicine might be 
able to make some entirely new advances that would carry, 
it into a new era. 

H. V. Walter was astounded and impressed with Arigo’s 
work, but not at all impressed with the religious aura that 
Arigo surrounded it with. The consul was a hard-core 
realist who frankly felt that all religion was poppycock, 
and was convinced that Arigo’s piety was simply window 
dressing Yet his world travels had taught him that prim- 
itive man’s instinct was often more sophisticated than 
modern man's. Carlos Cruz was not so sure, but he was 
not concerned about the religious aspect. The scientific 
study under legal conditions was to him the most impor- 
tant thing, and he was hoping to get this set up before the 
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inevitable happened, when Arigo would be clamped down 
on by the police. 

In spite of the threat hanging over Arigo, the ground 
swell continued unabated. It was estimated that a thou- 
sand Argentinians a month were arriving. In one instance 
a chartered planeload flew into Belo Horizonte, the pas- 
sengers taking a special bus from there to Congonhas do 
Campo. Bus transportation from Rio and Slo Paulo was 
scheduled around Arigo’s workdays, with special sections 
added at times. The invasion of outsiders into the little 
town created a mixed blessing. The economy was of 
course booming, but the accommodations were inad- 
equate, and many townsmen claimed that they were being 
exposed to diseases that might be contagious. 

On one occasion, Arigo rose from his bed after mid- 
night and drove to a remote clearing several kilometers 
out of town to meet by pre arrangement a truckload of 
lepers. They had slipped out of their hospital and made 
the surreptitious pilgrimage to see him after learning about 
several former lepers who claimed to have been cured by 
Arigo. Arigo arrived in the predawn darkness in his jeep 
to find them hiding behind the truck in the tight of camp- 
fires and flickering candles. There were more than a score 
of them. 

rhey rushed to embrace him. He accepted their em- 
braces without fear, and began treating them individually 
with an improvised “laying on of hands” method. Daylight 
was just beginning to suggest itself over the mountains 
when he had finished with the last leper. Arigo hauled his 
heavy, bulky frame into the jeep and started back to the 
village. He wept openly all the way back. Only Altimiro 
knew of these clandestine excursions; if they came to 
light, the repercussions in the village would be overwhelm- 
ing. 

e varieties of patients swarming into Congonhas do 
Campo continued to be a cross section of the entire 
spectrum of society. An admiral arrived with his wife to 
seek treatment for her cataracts; the operation was instant 
and verified, as Dr. Cruz and the British consul watched. 
The daughter of one of Brazil’s leading social families was 
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brought to Arigo in a wheelchair. Specialists in Rio had 
given up on her leg injury, the result of an equestrian 
accident Arigo yanked the leg forcefully. On her return 
to Rio, she was walking normally, and her cure was con- 
firmed bv the same specialists who had given her up. 

Estimates of the number of patients Arigo was treating 
each day ranged from the wildly exaggerated to the timid- 
ly cautious. Television news programs, which frequently 
interrupted regular programs with special news bu He tins 
on Arigo. insisted that the crowds were as high as a thou- 
sand each day. Whatever the exact number was, the 
crowds were impressive; the most conservative estimate 
was three hundred a day, excluding the families and 
friends who accompanied the patients on the trip. 

Some tourists, arriving to see the Aleijadinho statuary, 
were completely caught by surprise on learning about 
Arigo. Armin Bauer, from Germany, was so taken aback 
on encountering this utterly incredible phenomenon that 
he wrote up his experience for Die Zeit when he returned 
home He was a well-traveled man, his journeys having 
taken him on several safaris in Africa and all through Asia 
and around the world. Not knowing Portuguese, he had 
some trouble making himself as informed as he wanted to 
be about Brazil, a country which he and other tourists 
found eas> to fall in love with. 

He had arrived to visit a friend, an executive with the 
Volkswagen company, in Sao Paulo. Learning about the 
staggering elegance and artistry of the Aleijadinho sculp- 
tures. he set off for Minas Gerais to see them, and the 
countryside as well. In the streets of Congonhas do Cam- 
po, Ik was delighted to find another German, accom- 
panied by his adult daughter They were the only ones he 
had encountered on his trip who spoke his language, al- 
ways a welcome event when one is traveling alone. He 
was startled when they hold him that the reason they had 
come to Congonhas was to seek a cure for the daughter, 
who was suffering from leukemia. Her illness had been 
diagnosed by doctors in Germany as terminal, and they 
had eorne here as a last resort. Why on earth, Bauer 
asked, would they come to this little mountain town? They 
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told him about Arigo and asked him if he’d like to come 
with them. 

Bauer felt embarrassed and uncomfortable, but accepted 
their invitation. He also felt it was tragic that these fellow 
Germans were putting their trust in a village faith healer 
of dubious qualifications at best. Although he felt a little 
foolish, he went with them to the Centro Spirito de Bom 
Jesus de Nazarene, the new location, named by the spirit- 
ists, where Arigo was now practicing. 

Bauer was impressed by the cathedral silence of the 
large room and the wide spectrum of social classes waiting 
to see Arigo. He managed to look over Altimiro's shoul- 
der as he typed up one of the prescriptions, expecting to 
find it nothing more than a list of black-magic potions and 
herbs. Instead, he saw pharmaceuticals listed from Scher- 
ing, Bayer, Squibb, Upjohn, and other famous houses. He 
was also surprised to notice the number of people who 
waited for hours in line simply to tell Arigo they had 
come back to Congonhas to give him their devout thanks 
for curing them in the past. And as Arigo took t pair of 
nail scissors and hacked at a pterygium — a winglike 
growth that fixes itself immovably across the eye from the 
conjunctiva to the cornea — -he noticed several people in 
line fainting or collapsing, including a foreign journalist. 
But the patient stood calmly, unperturbed, and fully con- 
scious. 

On his return to Germany, Bauer wrote for Die Zeit: “I 
really don’t think this can be explained by spiritism, as 
some of the Brazilians say. Arigo has none of the at- 
mosphere of mysticism surrounding him. This should be 
urgently looked into — it needs special study. Scientists are 
going to have their doubts — nothing like this has hap- 
pened before. It has to be seen to be experienced.” 

Arigo was swamped by requests for appointments from 
prominent people, Brazilian and otherwise. The Peruvian 
consul in Rio telegraphed for an appointment, but like the 
others, he had to come on a first-come, first-served basis. 

Of the constant stream of journalists that came into 
Congonhas do Campo, several were inspired to write 
books about him. Among them were Reinaldo Co men ale, 
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who flatly called Arigo the eighth wonder of the world. 
Geraldo Serrano wore that Arigo was far from a saint, 
but that scientists would be afraid of the challenge pre- 
sented by Arigo, since they would be quickly convinced 
they would lose the battle with rationality. Jorge Rlzzlni 
eventually published a book about Arigo, recounting his 
own direct experiences with him, and backed up by his 
documentary film footage. A highly regarded professor of 
philosophy named J. Herculano Fires produced a carefully 
documented book, perhaps the most profound one written 
about the phenomenon. The problem that all the authors 
faced was one of restraint. After observing Arigo over 
weeks or months or years, they simply could not refrain 
from going overboard in adulation and wonderment. 

Unde r the circumstances, this was understandable. As 
Arigo’ s fame grew 7 , a large segment of the medical profes- 
sion began to get interested, both favorable and unfavor- 
able in attitude. They would soon be facing the same 
problem: maintaining objectivity in the face of utterly 
incredible empirical facts. The problem would be in sep- 
arating the subjective from the objective. Obviously the 
most important phase for study would be the objective 
evidence, because it could be measured and grasped. 

As the public clamor and confusion grew throughout 
Brazil, Arigo continued to grapple with his down-to-earth 
problems as well as those of his healing powers. He was 
still determined to run for office in Congonhas do Campo 
as the only means of trying to correct injustices he had 
found as a miner and as a friend of the underprivileged. 
In some quarters, his political hopes were considered as 
censurable as his healing work. Arigo found himself run- 
ning against his own uncle, Lamartine de Freitas, for 
mavor. 

Lamartine de Freitas was establishment to the core. He 
was a staunch Catholic, unadulterated by the alleged her- 
esies Arigo was committing daily. He was also a land- 
holder of considerable stature, and a heavy favorite of the 
conservative voters in town. Arigo was of course just the 
opposite Under normal conditions, this would have made 
him the favorite, and carried the tide as far as mass votes 
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were concerned. However, the official Church had it 
noised about the town that Arigo was a man who wasn’t 
going along with the mandates of the Church. 

Further, Arigo’s political enemies spread the word that 
the only reason Arigo was conducting his bizarre clinic 
for the poor and sick was to gather votes for his political 
career. Many other stories were circulated about him: 
Arigo was a brawler (he had had a fight with an unruly 
patron of his bar, and had thrown him out); Arigo col- 
lected money from his patients surreptitiously; Arigo 
arranged for kickbacks from the druggists and pharmaceu- 
tical companies; Arigo had a mistress and an illegitimate 
daughter in Belo Horizonte or Rio. There was no evidence 
for any of these charges, but the opposition made sure the 
stories were spread. 

Arigo lost the election by some two hundred votes, but 
his supporters charged that the ballots had been tampered 
with when they were held for the night at the local post 
office instead of being forwarded to the town of Lafaiete, 
where they were legally required to be sent for a nonpar- 
tisan count. By the time Ms uncle assumed the office of 
mayor, the cards were down. Lamartine de Freitas called 
Arigo to his office and summarily demanded that he either 
give up his clinic or leave town. 

Arigo bluntly refused. The two forces of the establish- 
ment and the maverick now moved into more clearly 
defined battle positions. The attempt was obviously to 
make Arigo an outcast, but the tides of people that swept 
into Congonhas to see him increased. Eventually, his 
uncle backed down, and Arigo went on with his healing 
work with greater vitality than ever. This function seemed 
to be an entirely separate compartment of his life. Some 
speculated that the reason for his being able to suspend 
his mundane functions when treating the sick was that he 
literally was not conscious of what he was doing when he 
performed surgical operations or wrote prescriptions. For 
(he confirmed spiritist, the answer was easy: he wasn’t 
Arigo when he worked at his clinic. He was Dr. Adolpho 
Fritz, and Arigo’s body was only a shell, a functionary 
that carried out the beneficent urges of the deceased Ger- 
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man doctor, who took on far greater skills in his afterlife 
than he had possessed on earth. This was such a far- 
fetched concept that few others could grasp it. All that 
was really obvious was that Arigo was clearly suspending 
the laws of physics, and even the most caustic skeptic had 
to admit this, if he took the time to observe the man in 
action. Most critics did not bother to investigate, however. 
They dismissed the stories they heard about Arigo as im- 
possibilities — an attitude hardly to be faulted in the face 
of such incredible events. 

Interesting evidence on Arigo’s lack of awareness of his 
own work showed up when Jorge Rizzini asked Arigo to 
look at some of the color motion picture films he had 
taken of Arigo performing an operation. Rizzini set up his 
projector in the clinic after the last patient had left. The 
film began rolling, and the first scene depicted Arigo 
stabbing a penknife into a patient’s eye. Arigo, no longer 
in the trance state that seemed to characterize his working 
hours in the clinic, watched the scene with growing horror. 
Within moments, his head dropped down on his chest, 
and he fainted. When he came to, he rushed from the 
room yelling in a loud voice that this was too terrible to 
look at. 

But it was apparent that Arigo could not stop the work 
in the clinic even if he wanted to. It was a compulsion of 
overwhelming magnitude. 

He was able at times to get away from it, and stoutly 
refused to treat anyone on Saturdays and Sundays, when 
he would retreat with his family to a house on his 
wealthy aunt’s farm. She was the only member of the 
family who was a spiritist, and she encouraged him to 
keep on. Here Arigo enjoyed his only hobby: the growing 
of roses. Like everything else he attacked in life, he was 
obsessive about the literally thousands of rosebushes he 
nourished and grew. With the financial help of his aunt, 
he sent them out by the carton to hospitals all over the 
state of Minas Gerais and elsewhere. They came to be a 
trademark of his. When he was entreated by a patient on 
a weekend, he would become surly and tough, and say: 
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“Do you think I’m made of steel? Don’t you know I have 
a family?” 

As the praises for Arigo grew across the country in both 
the press and television, his detractors gathered their 
forces The Catholic clergy was of course the spearhead, 
along with the bulk of the members of the medical as- 
sociation of the state of Minas Gerais. But individuals too 
bore resentment against Arigo, among them his political 
enemies Antonio Maia Seabra, a resident of Congonhas, 
was one of these. He accused Arigo of being a rank op- 
portunist who was looking out after his own interests. He 
spread stories that Arigo’s operations were all tricks. He 
also passed rumors along that Altimiro, in handing out 
the cards that designated the position of the people in 
line, charged fifteen cruzeiros for each card, which he split 
with Arigo. He also saw to it that stories circulated to the 
effect that any patient Arigo treated would have to sign 
a card indicating he would vote for Arigo in any forth- 
coming election. He insisted that Arigo swilled one or two 
bottles of wine with each meal. 

Seabra was joined in his attack by two doctors in 
town, each of whom quite understandably resented the 
intrusion into their bailiwick. Dr. Coimbra, Arigo’s family 
doctor for years, could no longer tolerate the fact that 
Arigo was blatantly practicing illegal medicine, and made 
his feelings widely known on the subject. He went beyond 
this legitimate criticism to ascribe motives that Arigo’s 
friends staunchly claimed were untrue. Dr. Coimbra ac- 
cused Arigo of practicing black magic, and said that the 
sole reason Arigo continued his illegal practice was simply 
to become famous so he could gain political power. 

But most of Arigo’s detractors admitted that Arigo was 
a Hard worker, a good father, and a good family man — in 
spite of rumors of occasional extramarital excursions. Al- 
timiro, who was now facing the same censorship from 
the Church as Arigo, was also highly thought of in the 
community. Obviously, any defense against the practice of 
illegal medicine was impossible, even by the most pas- 
sionate advocate of Arigo. The sinister part was the at- 


ARIGO: Surgeon of the Rusty Knife 91 

tempt of many, principally for political reasons, to look 
for devious motives that did not exist in the man. 

Resentment also followed in the wake of the number of 
distinguished visitors who made the long trip to Con- 
go nh as for the sole purpose of seeing Arigo — and, in the 
process, ignored the local politicians. Rumors stirred that 
Juscelino Kubitschek, freshly elected President of the 
country, had arranged for his daughter to see Arigo to be 
cured of massive inoperable kidney stones that had re- 
sisted several specialists 5 care in Europe and North Amer- 
ica. Later, this was to be confirmed. But even the rumor 
of it at this time intensified the resentment of Arigo’s 
enemies. Kubitschek was overwhelmingly popular through- 
out the country, and was already embarking on the con- 
struction of Brasilia, the fantastic new capital that was to 
rise out of the wilderness in the geographic center of the 
country. 

Other patients at the time included President Kubi- 
tschek’s personal pilot, the head of the President’s security 
police, a prominent judge, the captain of the Minas Gerais 
state police, and several generals of the Brazilian army. 
These and others amounted to a formidable array facing 
down Arigo’s critics, and undoubtedly slowed the impetus 
of the court proceedings that had not yet struck. 

Further, a group of doctors in the neighboring town of 
Lafaiete, aroused bv the flood of rumors that was swamp- 
ing the entire country, began an informal investigation of 
Arigo. They included Dr. Jose Demasio, Dr. Antonio 
Castanheira, and a Dr. Viterino. They were joined by Dr. 
Joao Ranulf de Melo, of Congonhas. Together, they ob- 
served two cataract operations and two ovarian-cyst opera- 
tions, one by way of the abdomen, the other through the 
vagina. On careful examination before and after the sur- 
gery, they agreed that the operations were completely 
valid, that the tissues involved were skillfully removed, 
and that practically no scar was left. As usual, there were 
no anesthesia, no antisepsis, practically no bleeding, no 
pain, and no stitching. As for the crucifix that Arigo later 
placed over the surgical areas, the doctors had no com- 
ment. They agreed, however, that there was no natural 
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explanation for what they had observed, that no ordinary 
doctor could possibly do this, and that an intensive scientif- 
ic study on Arigo should immediately be set up, if they 
could gather the necessary funds. 

The initial ignition for all these staggering phenomena 
had course been Senator Lucio Bittencourt, and his 
continuous praise carried the momentum along. His health 
was excellent, and he was a prominent living testimonial 
to Arigo’s inexplicable powers. One day after a particular- 
ly long line of patients, Arigo was joined by his friend 
Gabriel Khater. a newspaperman who served in Minas 
Gerais as a stringer for several Brazilian journals. Arigo 
was disturbed and uneasy. Khater probed him about this, 
and Arigo finally told him that he had seen in his mind’s 
eye that day a black crucifix that disturbed him yreatlv. 
Pr essed for the reason, Arigo said that each time this had 
happened, someone close to him had died. Khater tried to 
cheer him up, to get his mind off the somber symbol. But 
it was little use. Arigo went home as distressed as he was 
before. 

The next morning, Khater was about to go through his 
usual routine of scanning several newspapers of the day 
when he was stopped short by the first paper he picked 
up. The lead headline read: senator lucio bittencourt 

KILLED TN AUTO CRASH. 

Arigo was crushed by the loss of his friend, but he was 
further upset by the ominous proclivity he had of seeing 
ahead when a tragedy was about to happen. It left him 
depressed and worried. But he went on with his over- 
whelming routine in spite of it. 

It was only a few days before he received another jolt. 
He was going about the usual treatment of his patients 
when a sudden sharp reaction went through him. He 
stopped his pen in midair and put it down. 

Sitting by his typewriter. Altimiro noticed the unusual 
action He watched Arigo leave his table, cross into the 
big room, and confront a man in the line. 

“Are vou a policeman?” Arigo asked. 

The man said that he was. 

“Come with me,” Arigo said. 
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He marched the man into his small office and abruptly 
sent the waiting patients here out into the big room. He 
told Altimiro to stay with him, then closed the door. 
Arigo’s eyes were blazing. Altimiro had never seen them 
that way before. 

“You came down here,” Arigo said to the policeman, 
“to ask me for a prescription because you want to take 
that prescription to the judge, is that correct? 1 

The policeman nodded. 

“In this way you will get evidence to bring a court 
proceeding against me, is that not right?” 

The policeman looked frightened, but he nodded again. 

“First,” said Arigo, “you have to take care of your 
family. You have not seen them for a long time. You have 
neglected them. Is that not true 

The policeman muttered something, but eventually said 
yes, 

“It is your duty to take care of them first,” Arigo said. 
“And then you can take care of your judge and your 
courts. So I will write you a prescription. Do you agree to 
follow it?” 

The policeman said that he would. 

Arigo took a sheet of paper, and wrote on it swiftly: 

READ THE BIBLE. EARLY IN THE MORNING. IN THE AFTER- 
NOON. AT NIGHT TIME. 3 TIMES A DAY WITHOUT FAIL. 

He handed it to the man, whose face was flushed. The 
policeman studied the sheet of paper, nodded, and left the 
room. Arigo went on with his work. 


5 


In these days of the early and mid-fifties, there were 
many preoccupations throughout the world, not the least 
of which was the Korean War, as far as the United States 
was concerned, and the development of the hydrogen 
bomb, as far as the world was concerned. While the latter 
was the major fruit of midcentury physics, the biological 
explosion was just shaping up, to result in reaching the 
threshold of living matter with James Watson’s and Fran- 
cis Crick's discovery of the critical function of RNA and 
DNA. 

Medicine was continuing to make giant strides with 
the development of cortisone, of Max Theiler’s vaccine to 
comba? yellow fever, of streptomycin, of Jonas Salk’s 
polio vaccine, of other new broad-spectrum miracle drugs. 

Advances in physics were coming so fast that it looked 
as if the study of elementary particles might reach a dead 
end, a point where science began to blend with meta- 
physics Not the least interesting was the discovery of the 
antiproton at the University of California, suggesting the 
almost absurd concept of antimatter. 

This concept clearly brought the pragmatic physicist to 
the threshold of the paranormal. It even suggested the 
possibility that there were stars or whole galaxies in the 
universe made of antimatter. No science fiction writer 
could invent a more far-out idea, yet the discovery of 
antimatter, identical to normal matter except that its 
protons and electrons are charged in opposite directions, 
was being routinely verified from MIT to Cal Tech. On 
colliding with normal protons and electrons, antimatter 
causes the total destruction of both. 

Explaining the new phenomenon, physicist Leon Leder- 
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man of the Brookhaven National Laboratory said bluntly: 

A new and deeper world and anti-world symmetry is 
now believed to hold, in which the anti- world does not only 
have anti-particles replace particles, but dso is a mirror 
image of our world.' He went on to add: “!t is not pos- 
sible now to disprove the grand speculation that these 
anti-worlds could be populated by thinking creatures.” 

Such revolutionary concepts were shaking be conven- 
tional views of science, and this inspired some scientists to 
set up, in the early fifties, organized studies m ields that 
science had neglected or overlooked. The cientists in- 
volved knew nothing of what was going on Mih Arigo in 
the town of Congonhas at the time. Thev did is a group, 
feel hat research on paranormal events and e ierey- trans- 
fer phenomena was being grossly neglected -i he light of 
the major advances in physics and medical cTnce. 

One of the groups consisted of a generous handful of 
physicians, engineers, surgeons, neurologists. k <ecutivesJ 
and professors. They were working in v:> Td ields, in- 
cluding universities, hospitals, government, md industry, 
in addition to those in private practice. There were a senior 
research scientist in surgery, a manager of an istroelec- 
tronics division of a large corporation, a chief research 
psychiatrist, a professor of surgery, a prnfVssnr of philos- 
ophy, a neurologist, and others. They worked n a variety 
of highly respected institutions, among bun Stanford 
University, Massachusetts General Hospital die 1 F diversity 
of Pittsburgh, and Radio Corporation of \m erica. Even- 
tually they formed themselves into a loose <''<ranization 
known as Essentia Research Associates, based in New 
York. 

At about the same time that Arigo was burgeoning with 
his healing work in Brazil, some of this -n-o began a 
tentative exploration of telepathy for i’v ; ions of the 
United States government, including NAS A md rhe U.S. 
Air Force. But for the most part, progress v k it fill and 
public funds were hard to come by; the T Research 
group could make only tentative piobes 11 he para- 
normal, including nonsensory transfer of Tf rniuion. 

Dr. Henry Puharich, who later was to join Henry Belk 
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in the encounter with Arigo in Brazil, was one of the Es- 
sentia Research group. He joined forces with John Lais- 
ranee, who belonged to a similar group called Life 
Energies Research, This organization was centering its 
interest on rlie use of complex electronic sensors to locate 
and identify energy systems surrounding the human body. 
Thes* r ill- defined energies had been crudely studied in the 
past, but advanced study would have to wait on the 
development of sensitive instrumentation. There was de- 
finite interest in many quarters, from the Pentagon to 
NASA to the Atomic Energv Commission, and Puharich 
and others were invited to fid many speaking engagements. 
But interest was still too sluggish to generate the large 
amount of funds necessary to reach any comprehensive 
conclusions. 

If, in the mid-fifties, the work that Arigo was doing had 
come to serious attention in the United States, greater 
strides in enlightenment might have been made. As it was, 
any scientific study would have to ou trace the pressures 
being brought to bear by those who wanted the courts to 
c 1 a m p d n w n on his practices fo r eve r . 

Fortunately, there was a grown ng number of highly 
qualified phvsicians and surgeons in Brazil who were be- 
gin rant to take Arigo seriously enough to examine the 
facts. Sonic of this interest was reflected in peculiar ways. 
One surgeon tried to use hypnosis to duplicate Arigo s 
bold use of a knife in a pattern's eye. The surgeon used a 
sm -If dull, spa ml a- type instrument to minimize am dam- 
age. bin even though he put the patient under deep hyp- 
nosis, the results were disastrous. He had barely touched 
the instrument to the eye when the patient backed oil in 
terror. Whatever Arigo was doing, it apparently was not 
within the grasp of the ordinary surgeon. 

The resentment of doctors against Arigo was certa 
understandable, not only from the point of view of com- 
petition, but also of pride. The educational requirements 
for doctors in Brazil are as strenuous as they are in the 
United States, with pre-med, medical school, internship, 
and residency — all requiring a beefy investment of time 
and money. For a country bumpkin who never went be- 
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yond third grade to command such attention throughout 
the entire country and attract internationally prominent 
citizens naturally stung their professional pride. On the 
other hand, those doctors whose curiosity was greater than 
their resentment found themselves in considerable awe at 
what went on before their eyes. 

One of these doctors was Dr. Ladeira Margues, of Rio 
de Janeiro, who was growing tired of hearing and reading 
about Arigo, and determined to go up to the provincial 
reaches of Minas Gerais to find out more about this leg- 
end. He took with him another doctor from Rio who 
preferred to remain anonymous, and they prepared them- 
selves for the worst. 

Several months before the two doctors had gathered 
their courage against what they were sure would be the 
scathing criticism of their colleagues, a woman by the 
name of Maria Silveiro went to her own doctor in the city 
of Vitoria, the capital of Espirito Santo state. She had 
been suffering constant pain in her lower midsection, and 
her concern was growing. 

Her fears were shared by her doctor, who immediately 
called in a specialist. It wasn’t long before the diagnosis 
was definitely confirmed as ovarian cancer, and it was 
recommended that an operation be carried out immediate- 
ly. With her husband, Ismenio Silveiro, a prominent local 
official in Vitoria, they made arrangements for the opera- 
tion to be done in the best hospital in the city. 

The surgery was performed, but it was completely un- 
successful. The prognosis was shattering: she had only a 
few months to live. AH the doctors concerned with the 
case had given her up. 

Ismenio Silveiro confided in a friend of Ms, Virgilio 
Mendes Ferraz, about his wife’s IHness. Ferraz was one 
of the wealthiest men in the area, a prosperous landowner 
who was known throughout the state. On hearing Silveiro’s 
plight, he told him about his own wife’s simfiar experience. 
She had been pronounced a hopeless case of cancer by 
every specialist she had visited, and there were many. He 
had been told about Arigo, and as a last resort, he took 
his wife to Congonhas do Campo, with little hope or ex- 
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pectation. Arigo performed a startling operation on his 
fully conscious wife, and within weeks she was restored to 
full health. 

Ferraz had been so overcome by the miraculous cure 
that he sent Arigo a check for $50,000. He had been sur- 
prised when Arigo promptly returned the check to him, 
stating that he could not accept money or gifts of any 
kind. 

Ferraz urged Silveiro to take his wife to Arigo, stating 
that anything was worth the risk in the face of the prog- 
nosis the doctors had determined. The Silveiros arrived 
in Congonhas do Campo at precisely the same time that 
Dr. Ladeira Margues and his anonymous colleague arrived 
from Rio. 

Feeling somewhat uncomfortable, the two doctors from 
Rio were ushered into the small back room of Arigo’s 
clinic, beyond his own usual working area. This was the 
place reserved for the more serious operations. The room 
was sparsely furnished. An old door, stretched between 
two saw horses, was used as an operating table. There 
was also a shabby wooden bed for the minimal post- 
operative care that Arigo felt necessary at times — although 
it was rarely used. The Rio doctors were invited to stand 
by the operating area and observe as closely as they 
wished. 

Arigo was his usual self — gruff, abrupt, almost ar- 
rogant. A largish window let in adequate light, and the 
Rio doctors steeled themselves to watch Arigo in action. 
Maria Silveiro was Ttsbered in by her husband, and then 
Arigo took over. He half pushed, half guided the woman 
onto the flat door that served as the operating table, hav- 
ing spread some old newspapers on it beforehand. He 
called for Altimiro to bring his instruments, and as usual, 
they rested in a battered tin can. There were a pair of 
tweezers, a couple of scalpels, a paring knife, and some 
scissors. Arigo was in his trancelike state that character- 
ized his personality change to that of Dr. Fritz, a change 
so vivid that reporters and even other doctors came to 
refer to him by that name instead of Arigo. 

Speaking with his guttural German accent, Arigo turned 
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to the husband, ignoring his distress and worry, and asked 
whether he preferred the operation to be done by incision 
in the abdominal wall or by way of the vagina. The hus- 
band preferred the latter. Without further ceremony, Arigo 
asked the husband to lift the dress of the patient. Then he 
immediately began the operation with extraordinary rapid- 
ity. The two doctors from Rio watched in disbelief. 

In any operation of this type, a speculum is obligatory. 
This is a surgical Instrument that spreads the tissues or 
openings in the body so that full inspection can be made 
and the instruments introduced into the area without im- 
pediment. Arigo’s scanty armamentarium included no such 
refinements. They watched as he shoved three pairs of 
scissors and two scalpels into the vagina, each one with a 
single violent movement. The doctors immediately turned 
their observation to the patient. Surely, they felt, there 
would be agonizing pain from this crude procedure. How- 
ever, she lay calm and motionless, with no response what- 
ever. In describing what happened next, Dr. Margues said: 

“Arigo was taking hold of one half of the scissors. 
Then we began to see the other side of the scissors start 
to move alone. It was as if another hand had taken hold 
of the free handle and was beginning to make clear mo- 
tions, causing the scissors to snip and cut. The sound of 
metals and tissues being cut was obvious. In moments, 
"Dr. Fritz removed the scissors. When he saw bleeding 
begin, he ceased what he was doing, and said: "Lord, let 
there be no more blood/ There was no further hemor- 
rhage, as the operation went on, 

""He reached then for the pair of tweezers. Calling this 
to our close attention, he pushed them into the vaginal 
opening and took out a piece of tissue some thirty-one 
Inches long and fifteen inches in width. The patient £as 
relaxed and unruffled during the whole process, which 
lasted only a few minutes. She reflected no pain at all. 
There was no anesthesia administered, nothing was steril- 
ized, and no antisepsis was involved.” 

Later, she was to give birth to a healthy son, and re- 
gained her full health. 

Both doctors found themselves in the position of having 
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to accept what they had clearly seen, to be “a slave to the 
facts,” as one of them put it. Yet they knew they would 
be exposing themselves to censure if they publicly ac- 
knowledged what had happened. Dr. Margues made no 
bones about it, and reported the experience in detail to his 
colleagues and others. The problem of course was credibil- 
ity — and what reporting such an event might do to destroy 
the credibility of a doctor who had the courage of his 
convictions and spoke out. 

It was not an easy decision for a professional man. The 
official position of the medical societies was clearly de- 
fined: Arigo was a curandeiro and a charlatan, if not a 
practitioner of witchcraft. It was an open-and-shut case, 
and the medical society of Minas Gerais was champing at 
the bit at the slowness of the police Division of Robbery 
and Falsification for not expediting the legal proceedings 
and bringing the whole thing to an end. They surmised, 
probably correctly, that there were high government of- 
ficials whose lives or those of their relatives had been 
inexplicably saved by Arigo, and thus were not at all in- 
terested in pushing for the incarceration of a man they 
owed so much to. 

And perhaps these people of influence were responsible 
for the pilgrimage of many more doctors to Congonhas do 
Campo who were willing to take the risk of professional 
censure. 

Whatever day the visiting doctors arrived in the village 
was unimportant as far as representative cases were con- 
cerned. Each day Arigo faced such a broad spectrum of 
diseases and disorders that any doctor could find some- 
thing of specific interest for any medical problem. 

But some doctors came to Congonhas do Campo as the 
result of specific cases they had followed with interest. 
These were desperate patients who came to Arigo as a last 
resort after all else in medical science had failed. Dr. Jose 
Hortencia de Madeiros found himself observing Arigo for 
just such a reason. Dr. Madeiros, who was an X-ray spe- 
cialist with the State Institute of Cardiology, was the 
friend of a young couple who were deeply concerned be- 
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cause of the Illness of the wife. Although Dr. Madeiros 
had been practicing medicine for many years, and had 
been trained in his X-ray specialty in Sweden for two 
years, he could do little for the wife, a young Polish wom- 
an in her late twenties. The husband was Austrian. 

She had been rushed to Pronto Socorro Clinic in Sao 
Paulo, where she arrived in desperate condition, with 
symptoms of an intestinal obstruction. She was examined 
and X-rayed, and it was apparent that an immediate opera- 
tion was necessary. During the surgery, it was found that 
her transverse colon was blocked by a tumor, and this 
was removed. A colostomy was performed, in which an 
opening Is cut in the abdomen and the colon is joined to 
it to permit defecation into a colostomy bag. 

The tumor was rushed to the laboratory for a pathologi- 
cal examination, but the surgeons felt sure that the woman 
had cancer, and that there was little hope. The ganglia on 
her peritoneum were grossly enlarged, and a nodule on the 
liver had been noted during the operation. The laboratory 
test cleariv confirmed carcinoma. 

With the tests confirming malignancy, the case was 
hopeless. All the doctors consulted agreed to that. How- 
ever, it was decided that one final attempt should be 
made, and she entered the Central Cancer Hospital in 
Sao Paulo for another operation. There was a sense of 
futility about it, but both the husband and Dr. Madeiros 
felt that nothing should be left undone. 

The abdomen was opened again, and by now the 
condition was even more hopeless. The cancer had metas- 
tasized throughout the entire abdominal area; a new 
growth the size of a large egg was found in the left sec- 
tion. Meanwhile, the patient’s weight had dropped mer- 
curial! v She was now slightly over seventy pounds. She 
had previously weighed nearly 130. The surgeon’s report 
at the Central Cancer Hospital was even more pessimistic 
than that of the clinic. He reported the case to be totally 
incurable, and outside the resources of medical science. 

Two independent checks were made on the metasta- 
sized tissue, one by the chief of anatomic pathology at the 
Central Cancer Hospital. The diagnosis was clearly recon- 
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firmed as mucocellular metastasic carcinoma, and the two 
independent reports concurred without question on this. 
The patient was overwhelmed by a carcinogenic invasion. 
The prognosis in the reports stated a potential life ex- 
pectancy of two months at best. Dr. Madeiros rechecked 
all the facts of the case, and found there was nothing else 
to do but agree, 

Vith his wife little more than a living skeleton, the 
husband came to Dr. Madeiros with one last, and prob- 
ably futile suggestion: he would like to take his wife to 
Congonhas do Campo to see Arigo. He realized how 
ridiculous this might be, but if Dr. Madeiros thought she 
could survive the trip, he would like to do it. 

Madeiros had heard of Arigo, and his interest had been 
piqued by the reports coming down to Sao Paulo from 
Congonhas do Campo. He also knew of the attitude of 
the medical societies toward the healer, but, as a doctor 
of both curiosity and compassion, he saw no harm in 
making one last stab, even if it failed miserably. And be- 
cause he was a close friend of the couple, he decided to 
acompany them. At least, he thought, he could try to keep 
the wife out of pain on the long trip. 

It would be disastrous, the doctor knew, to attempt the 
trip by car or bus. Instead, a small plane was chartered to 
fly to the airport at Lafaiete, the closest air facility to 
Congonhas. The wife had now faded to sixty-five pounds. 

The patient was carried by her husband to Arigo, ac- 
companied by Dr, Madeiros. In the stillness of the musty 
clinic, Arigo’s voice was booming with his German accent, 
sprinkled with occasional German phrases. The husband, 
being Austrian, gathered the courage to speak to Arigo in 
German, and was answered in that language. Arigo gave 
the desperately ill woman no special attention. She was 
simply one among the many hundreds who filed by his 
table on that day or any other day. He looked at her, his 
eyes glazed in the usual trance state he experienced every 
lime he assumed the character of Dr. Fritz. His hand 
swiftly scrawled a prescription. He merely said to the 
wife: “You take this, and get well.” 

The trio were abruptly ushered to Altimiro, who in- 
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stantly typed up the prescription. Within two hours they 
were headed back to Sao Paulo. On the plane. Dr. Ma- 
deiros studied the prescription. Though the medicines 
comprised up-to-date pharmaceuticals at that time, he con- 
sidered the combination totally irrational. And the dosages 
prescribed were far In excess of any ordinary prescription. 
The drugs included Kanamicine, Olobintin, Neurorubin, 
and Dexteascine, all trade-marked drugs and available at 
almost any drugstore in Brazil. 

Kanamicine was a drug of Japanese origin, manufac- 
tured under special license in Rio de Janeiro. It was basi- 
cally an antibiotic, used mainly in intestinal infections. It 
had caused serious side effects at times. Olobintin was an 
ancient German formula manufactured in Rio, designed 
to increase the defensive forces of the organism, and sup- 
posedly had special effectiveness in fetid bronchitis and 
pulmonary gangrene. It was an injectable. Dr. Madeiros 
could find no real reason for this to be included, but he 
had heard from other doctors that Arigo’s prescriptions 
had a strange way of working, regardless of their ab- 
surdity, He had also heard that when other doctors tried to 
imitate Arigo’s unconventional combinations, the drugs 
were ineffective. Neurorubin was also produced in Brazil, 
and consisted of a vitamin B complex, with a heavy pro- 
portion of vitamin Bi 2 . The rationale for Dexteascine was 
obscure. 

In spite of his pessimism that the drugs would do any 
good. Dr. Madeiros agreed to take a chance, out of frustra- 
tion and despair, if nothing else. When they arrived back 
in Sao Paulo, he administered the abnormal dosages and 
waited feeling very nonprofessional in doing so. 

; ithin a week, the fatally ill patient Improved to the 
point where she could get out of bed and walk around 
her room. By the end of the second week, she had re- 
gained over twenty pounds of her lost weight. After six 
weeks of the treatment, she weighed nearly five pounds 
more than when she had first been stricken with the dis- 
ease. Dr. Madeiros could hardly contain his surprise. He 
agreed to return to Congonhas do Campo with the patient 
and her husband for a recheck by Arigo. 
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He was now very anxious to follow up his observation 
on the healer, and especially interested in confirming the 
apparent cure. To the best of his knowledge, the patient 
appeared to be permanently on the road to recovery. She 
was still walking around with the awkward colostomy bag 
as a means of getting rid of waste matter. Arigo had said 
nothing about having it removed, and, for the time, Mad- 
eiros saw no sense in challenging Arigo’s advice, in the 
face of the unbelievable success achieved thus far. 

Back in Congonhas do Campo, Arigo abruptly pro- 
nounced the patient out of danger and presented her with 
two more prescriptions, as unconventional as the first. One 
of the new medicines was an antibiotic used for urinary- 
tract infections. Dr. Madeiros found he could at least agree 
with this logic, since the colostomy and original intestinal 
obstruction had had an extremely damaging effect on the 
urinary system. 

The patient returned to Arigo for a third time, with her 
mother. Arigo declared unequivocally that she was com- 
pletely healed. He instructed her to ‘'undo the operation,” 
referring to the colostomy. She returned to Sao Paulo with 
the news, and arrangements were immediately made to 
surgically reverse the colostomy, closing up the surgical 
openings. 

The new operation was performed in a large Sao Paulo 
hospital bv one of Brazil’s leading surgeons. Dr. Madeiros 
waited impatiently to find out just what would be dis- 
covered when his patient’s abdomen was reopened for the 
first time since she had been given up for lost. 

The search for the tumor was negative; all that remained 
was a harmless formation of fibrous tissue. The intestine 
was rejoined, and began to function normally. Eleven 
months later, the patient was without any sign of her pre- 
vious devastating condition. 

Because he had followed this case from start to finish 
and was familiar with every detail of it. Dr. Madeiros did 
not hesitate to publicly anounce his findings. Many of his 
colleagues had had similar experiences with Arigo and 
their patients, but hesitated to report the cases in medical 
journals or to the public. In view of the pending lawsuit 
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against Arigo, any such announcement was frowned on 
both by the Catholic Church and the medical associations. 
In spite of this, Madeiros returned several more times to 
Congonhas do Campo. In the operations he observed, he 
was startled and impressed by what appeared to be almost 
instant scar-forming of incisions, with no stitches being 
used at all. It was another inexplicable phenomenon that 
accompanied most of Arigo’s healing work. 

Another doctor of considerable stature who was willing 
to run against the tide of official opinion was Dr, Ary Lex. 
He was a lecturer at the Surgical Clinic of Sao Paulo Uni- 
versity, a specialist in surgery of the stomach and digestive 
system, and practiced at the Hospital das Clinicas, the 
largest hospital in South America. What intrigued him was 
that although the Church and the medical societies were 
scouring the field to try to find someone — anyone — who 
had been harmed by Arigo and who would testify against 
him in the impending legal action, they had been totally 
unsuccessful. 

If there were any such cases around, they were not 
making themselves known. By all logic, persons allegedly 
damaged by Arigo’s crude surgery or prescriptions should 
certainly have been emerging on the scene by now. There 
were enough doctors and establishment priests out to get 
Arigo, in fact, destroy him, that it should have been easy 
for them to find someone who at least felt he had been 
harmed by Arigo. The fact that none had been uncovered 
was important supportive evidence for Arigo’s validity, 
Dr. Lex felt. 

As a former president of the surgical section of the Sao 
Paulo Medical Association, Lex was aware that he was 
treading on dangerous ground by making a study of Arigo. 
He was known for his fight against any sort of quackery or 
unethical practices. In the course of this work he had un- 
covered a number of frauds and trickery, and was success- 
ful in exposing them. It became quickly apparent to him 
that Arigo was an entirely different kettle of fish. 

He went to Congonhas alone, without any colleagues, 
because he had too many doubts that he would uncover 
anything special about Arigo. He was surprised and 
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pleased to find two other professors of medicine in 
Congonhas do Campo who had the same idea in mind. 
When he watched what happened that day in Arigo’s 
clinic, he was thankful to have the other professionals 
there. 

Together, they watched four operations within the space 
of half an hour, scattered among some thirty nonsurgical 
cases. Since Dr. Lex had never found a mediumistic healer 
who survived his scrutiny under test conditions, he 
watched carefully as Arigo went to work. The only polite- 
ness Arigo showed to his three distinguished visitors was 
to invite them to come as close as possible to observe. Dr. 
Lex quickh discerned that while Arigo himself seemed to 
be in a trance state, he made no attempt to use any hypnot- 
ic techniques on his patients, nor did he use any type of 
passes with his hands or other means of suggestion. Dr. 
Lex was particularly interested in this, because he felt it 
might explain some part of Arigo ’s success, but he was 
now convinced that the patients were not even in a partial 
trance state. 

The first operation was the drainage of a synovial cyst, 
without any surgical preparation or anesthesia, as usual. 
And, of course, no antisepsis. It was successfully com- 
pleted in a matter of moments. For the second operation, 
Arigo asked Dr. Lex if he wanted to hold the patient's 
arm. He did so, enabling him to get an extremely close 
view of the removal of a lipoma. Arigo did this in less 
than half a minute. But what interested Dr. Lex most was 
the technique used. Instead of cutting the skin with the 
scalpel. Arigo massaged the back of the blade across the 
arm until it suddenly opened. Then with his hands, he 
pressed down on the flesh, and the fatty tumor came out 
as a unit. 

In the third operation, Arigo faced the same problem 
and operated in die same way. For the fourth, Arigo per- 
mitted Dr Lex to hold the patient’s head as he prepared to 
operate on a pterygium. This winglike growth across the 
eye was firmly locked into the cornea. Arigo picked up a 
pair of unsterilized nail scissors, as Dr. Lex watched in 
disbelief. No patient, he was sure, could stand the direct 
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cutting into the eyeball without full anesthesia. But as 
usual, the patient was wide awake as Arigo pushed the 
points of the scissors into the eye with unbelievable rough- 
ness, snipping freely at the eye tissue and talking in his 
German accent as he did so. The growth was removed 
cleanly, but the eye began to hemorrhage profusely, the 
blood starting to pour down the patient’s cheek. 

Arigo looked to the ceiling and ordered the blood to 
stop. Then he took a piece of questionably clean cotton 
and pressed it into the eye. After a moment or two of 
wiping, he removed the cotton. The bleeding had stopped 
altogether. 

Questioned later by author J. Herculano Pires, Dr. Lex 
said: “The only possible adjectives I can find to define this 
are spectacular and astounding.” 

hen he went on to say: “During all these operations, I 
talked with the patients, asking them if they felt any pain. 
The patients were conscious, quiet, did not react and said 
that they did not feel anything. Arigo acted in a natural 
fashion, was confident of himself to the point that at one 
time he cleaned the scalpel violently on my colleague’s 
head. He* — the doctor — also did not feel anything, despite 
the violence of the act.” 

Dr. Lex observed several of Arigo’s “pointea knife” 
examinations of a patient’s eye, in which Arigo literally 
stirred the knife far up inside the orbital cavity, looking 
away from the patient and talking to others as he did so. 
“He sometimes made the eyeball to protrude as if it were 
going to come out of the eye socket,” Dr. Lex told Pires. 
“All of this without asepsis or anesthesia and without signs 
of pain to the patients.” 

But as admiring as Dr. Lex was about Arigo’s form of 
surgery, he was distressed with his prescriptions. “I was 
frightened by them,” Dr. Lex said. “I consider them great 
absurdities. They do not seem to make any sense. Olobin- 
tin and Kanamicine are really obsolete drugs. They have 
dangerous side effects and adverse reactions.” 

Dr. Madeiros of course concurred with this. Yet he had 
seen the prescriptions work, and on inquiry had not found 
any harm coming from them as far as he could determine. 
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This was hardly adequate research, he knew, and the 
problem was as puzzling as ever. Both Dr. L,ex and Dr. 
Madeiros agreed completely on one thing: serious research 
should be done on Arigo — long, intensive, and complete, 
and under strict medical control. 

“In spite of his faults,” Dr. Lex said, “he is a remark- 
able phenomenon. I don’t criticize Arigo alone. It seems 
to me he should merit greater attention from many scien- 
tific societies. The fact that there is no scientific control of 
the medium’s activities does expose him and his patients 
to a series of dangerous situations. There is also the danger 
of misuse of his faculties. Scientific proof is lacking at the 
moment. It should be established, of course. But I can say 
without question that I have observed for the first time a 
case of authentic paranormal phenomenon in my own field 
of medicine.” 

Later. Dr. Lex was to return to see Arigo and observe a 
confirmed case of cancer of the liver in which Arigo re- 
moved the tumor with his hands, an unheard-of procedure. 
The biopsv reconfirmed a cancerous condition, and the 
patient’s full recovery was likewise confirmed. He was a 
wealthy lawver, a solid, pragmatic materialist. When he re- 
covered. he became a spiritist. 

There were other doctors, many of them, who came to 
Congonhas do Campo, either openly or covertly. Some 
came to scoff, but most went away completely convinced 
that here was one of the strangest cases in medical history. 
The consensus was that Arigo was unbelievable — yet the 
cold, empirical evidence of the success of his operations 
left them with no choice other than believing the unbeliev- 
able. 

But there were not enough of them to mount any effec- 
tive opposition in the face of the attitude of the medical 
societies And even those who were convinced completely 
of Arigo’s valdity felt that he could not go on with his 
practice in an open, uncontrolled situation. Unscrupulous 
charlatans, inspired by Arigo, would proliferate through- 
out the country, with utterly disastrous results for the 
public. Medical anarchy could develop. Anyone who ap- 
pears to suspend the laws of physics is faced with over- 
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whelming and totally unique problems. Among Arigo’s 
problems was the further complication of his being a 
blasphemer and heretic in the eyes of the Catholic Church. 

Finally, after the long delay, the legal machinery of the 
court process came to a head. On August 1, 1956, an 
official named Helvecio Arantes, of the robbery and falsifi- 
tion division of the state police, sat down at his desk and 
wrote: 

Judicial Directive executing orders from the Secre- 
tary of Public Security of the State of Minas Gerais 
to verify the facts relating to the practice of illegal 
medicine by the individual known as Jose Arigo, 
whose real name is Jose Pedro de Freitas, to inquire 
concerning the practice of illegal medicine. 

Ze Arigo and all the persons having knowledge of 
these acts will be called. A prescription written by 
Arigo can be found at the drugstore Farmacia 
Congonhas Limitada. 

The first detectives of the policia to arrive in town were 
themselves immediately detected by the townspeople. 
Arigo had already smoked out one of their advance scouts. 
The villagers were no less observant. The detectives met 
with nothing but resistance from most of them. Even with 
the threat that the withholding of information was against 
the law, few would talk against Arigo. Most refused to 
give out names of those who had been treated by Arigo. 
But of course there were Arigo’s enemies, and these came 
forward willingly to testify. But since none of them had 
visited Arigo’s clinic as patients, there was little concrete 
they could say. 

When word was noised about that Arigo’s opponents 
were talking to the police, ground swell began among his 
supporters to testify in his favor: they would state publicly 
that no one had been harmed by Arigo’s healing work 
and that thousands had been cured by him. What they 
didn't realize was that even if they praised Arigo to the 
skies in their testimony, they were digging his grave. Every 
testimonial that showed Arigo as an effective healer was 
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condemnatory in the eyes of the law. The police were not 
interested in whether he healed or not. All that needed to 
be proved was that Arigo was practicing medicine. 

Even with the police filtering into the town, Arigo con- 
tinued his daily work. The long line in front of his clinic 
formed every morning with its cargo of sickness and 
despair, streaming in from Belo Horizonte, Sao Paulo* 
Rio, across the border in Argentina, and elsewhere. 

One night, after a long day's work, Arigo climbed into 
bed next to Arlete, who was half asleep, Arigo did not 
speak to her, but in a few moments she heard him begin 
to talk. 

He was praying for his enemies. 



By sheer coincidence, it was in Congonhas do Campo that 
the idea for the extraordinary capital city of Brasilia was 
born. The village was also the place where the paths of 
Arigo and President Juscellno Kubitschek crossed for the 
first time. It was an event that was to affect the lives of 
both. 

Kubitschek, a tall, powerful, striking man with a thick 
“shock of black hair and a charisma all his own, cam- 
paigned vigorously throughout Brazil in his bid for the 
presidency in the 1955 elections. He was immensely popu- 
lar wherever he went. He had been a strong supporter of 
President Vargas’ policies, and he eloquently pledged to 
the electorate that he would bring them fifty years of prog- 
ress in five. More frequently than not, his enemies would 
give him credit that he meant what he said. But even 
before he was elected, there was a stockpile of complaints 
about the extravagance of his ideas. 
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Kubitschek’s background was as impressive as his ap- 
pearance. A qualified physician, he had specialized in sur- 
gery both in Paris and the Middle East, and for many 
years afterward had served as a medical officer in various 
government agencies in Brazil. But the lure of politics grew 
in him. He went successively from the post of a federal 
deputy, to mayor of Belo Horizonte, to governor of the 
state of Minas Gerais. A cosmopolite, he spoke French 
and English as well as Portuguese, and was at ease in 
many foreign capitals. 

His pre-election campaign visit to Congonhas do Campo 
was marked by a speech in which he promised the crowd 
gathered in the Rua Marechal Floriano that if elected he 
would meticulously respect the Constitution. Only if this 
were done would there be peace in Brazil. “I will obey all 
the concepts of the Constitution,” he told the crowd, 
“article, by article, by article.” 

One of the crowd called up to the platform to ask: “If 
you are of this disposition to obey the Constitution article 
by article, are you ready to obey the article that requires 
that a new capital be built in the middle of the country?” 

The question took Kubitschek aback. He was silent for 
nearly half a minute. For years, Brazilian statesmen had 
been groping for a way to open up the vast interior of the 
country. Since it was founded, Brazil had been like a giant 
flywheel, without a hub in its vacant center. The weight of 
the population was clumped along the coast, like a heavy, 
unbalanced burden that left the rich interior resources in- 
accessible. Kubitschek felt that he could not now back 
down on the pledge of strict constitutional observance he 
had just made. But frankly he had overlooked the article 
that called for the building of an interior capital. He 
looked directly at the man who had asked the question, 
and said: “You are right. I had not thought about this 
subject. But you are right, and I will build Brasilia!” 
Later, of course, the city was to rise up from the wilder- 
ness to the astonishment of the rest of the world. And in 
spite of the heavy accusations of waste and corruption 
leveled at Kubitschek, even the critics now agree that it 
has opened up Brazil. 
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Kubitschek had of course heard about Arigo before — 
hardly anyone in Brazil had not heard about him. But that 
day in Congonhas do Campo when he observed Arigo in 
action, he was dumbfounded. 

“I don’t understand,” Kubitschek later said. “I knew 
about his fantastic prestige from many of the prominent 
people who told me what Arigo had done for them. But 
being a physician and surgeon myself, I found him so 
extraordinary that I cannot find words to express it. The 
people had faith in him. No one could fail to do so. He 
was a god.” 

Kubitschek was so impressed that he and his wife ac- 
cepted Arigo’s invitation to have lunch with him. Arlete, 
with her hair in curlers as it constantly seemed to be, 
served a modest meal, and Kubitschek and Arigo began a 
friendship that was to last for years. The friendship be- 
came critical to Kubitschek when one of his daughters had 
to be taken to the United States for a spinal operation be- 
cause of a critical and massive deformation of the spine. 
The operation was so delicate that she had to remain com- 
pletely immobilized for many months. 

“Because of this,” Kubitschek described the situation, 
“she developed two enormous kidney stones after she re- 
turned to Rio de Janeiro. My wife was very, very nervous, 
because this complication could lead to a serious and 
perhaps lethal condition. My wife said to me: Could we 
ask Arigo to come down to Rio and see what he could do 
for our daughter? I agreed. I reached Arigo by phone. I 
told him our daughter was critically ill, but did not tell 
him what her problem was. 

“Congonhas do Campo is a six-hour drive, but he was 
here in Rio the next afternoon. He came in our home, and 
before I had a chance to tell him anything about my 
daughter’s condition, he handed me a prescription written 
on a plain piece of paper. As a doctor, I recognized that 
it was a specific for eliminating kidney stones. But how 
could Arigo know her condition? Since I had not been 
practicing in recent times, I checked it with my own 
doctor. He indicated that he didn’t feel it would do much 
good, but felt there would be no harm in trying it. Arigo s 
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prescriptions were said to have an effect entirely beyond 
the bounds of the prescription itself. I gave her the medi- 
cine, and she became completely cured.” 

From that time on, President Kubitschek and his wife 
would often go out of their way to stop in Congonhas do 
Campo for an informal visit with Arigo. They presented 
him with a solid-gold wrist watch, but Arigo bluntly re- 
fused it, explaining that he could not accept any gift or 
money. 

Conditions in Congonhas do Campo had now become 
so jammed from the sick and the dying who clustered in 
the streets that Walter de Freitas, Arigo’s brother, built a 
modest hotel next to the Spirit Center where Arigo 
worked. It was not a work of art, but something had to be 
done to increase the accommodations in the village, which 
had been strained to the limit. The hotel of course drew 
more attention to Arigo, who had now taken on his job as 
receptionist in the state welfare and pension office as a 
means of supporting his family. This, added to his work in 
the clinic, brought him to the brink of a sixteen -hour day, 
every day, with the exception of weekends, when he often 
worked at selling real estate or in his beloved rose garden. 

Reporters continued to grind out miracle stories, which 
had proliferated to the point where they became common- 
place. Roberto Freire, a journalist from Realidad , who 
was also a doctor, pressed Arigo hard on the reports that 
he must be making money from kickbacks on the prescrip- 
tions that he was writing, although no evidence could be 
found. 

Arigo insisted this was not true. He admitted that his 
fame as a healer might help in some of the real estate 
sales, but that was the extent of It. He said that he was 
determined to give his children a good education in con- 
trast to his own meager one, and that he welcomed the 
occasional financial help he received from the wealthy 
members of his family. 

The reporter asked him: “Does your brother own the 
hotel, Arigo? They say you are partners and that you will 
not take care of anyone who doesn’t stay there.” 

Arigo stood up angrily. “I used to treat my patients in 
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my own home/’ he said. “One of the complaints against 
me was that I was contaminating all the boardinghouses 
and hotels of the city. My brother Walter alone built the 
hotel. I made no suggestions whatsoever. You saw — dur- 
ing the consultations I ask only that the patients have 
faith, pray, and take the medication. Let my enemies prove 
that my brother and I are partners. Let them examine my 
bank account. God would not help me to cure if I were 
dishonest.” 

As the reporter left, Arigo’s anger had faded, and he 
asked: “You are a Catholic?” 

“Yes,” said the reporter. 

“Good,” Arigo answered. “Our Christ is the same. The 
rest doesn’t matter.” 

At the office of the state police in Congonhas do 
Campo, Regional Inspector Heivecio Arantes was prepar- 
ing for the interrogation of witnesses in the Arigo case. He 
was a little disturbed about the reports coming across his 
desk that the citizens of Congonhas do Campo were not 
particularly interested in talking to his interrogators. In 
spite of this, he had complete confidence that he would 
have a cut-and-dried case. Some of Arigo’s enemies would 
be bound to talk. All that was needed was a handful of 
them, and the case would be as good as sewn up. 

When Antonio Maia Seabra arrived in the police office 
on August 1, 1956, Inspector Arantes lost no time getting 
down to the questioning. After a few preliminary questions 
to determine that Seabra was a forty-two-y ear-old resident 
of the town and a citizen of good standing, he said: “Tell 
me what you know about Arigo.” 

Seabra said: “I knew him when he had his restaurant 
and bar. Several years ago. Now he’s working for the 
pension office.” 

“What kind of person is he?” 

“Well,” said Seabra, “he’s a very smart man. Always 
looking out for himself. Trying to get ahead in politics. 
He takes advantage of anything he can to do this 

“What about his trying to heal people. What do you 
know about that?” 
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“Well, I suddenly noticed he began this practice of 
illegal medicine some time ago. People began coming to 
his house all the time. He’d give them some kind of piece 
of paper with a prescription on it, then he’d promise them 
they’d get well.” 

“Did you notice anything else?” the inspector asked. 
“Yes,” Seabra said. “He started operating on people. 
People who were very, very sick. The ones that the doc- 
tors couldn’t help.” 

“Did they get well?” 

“I couldn t say that. I don’t know.” 

“Did you actually see any of these operations?” 

“No,” Seabra answered. “I never really saw any.” 

“Just heard about them?” 

“Yes. I just heard about them. There was all kinds of 
talk about them. All over the town.” 

“What did you hear about them?” the inspector asked. 
'They all say they were just tricks. Tricks done with 
the guts of a chicken or a pig. That’s what they say.” 

“But you’ve never seen this yourself?” 
u No. But I heard that Altimiro charges everybody fif- 
teen cruzeiros for every card he gives out in line. That’s 
what everybody says.” 

Are you sure of that?” 

“That's what everybody says,” Seabra answered. “And 
I also heard that they have to sign a card saying that they 
will vote for Arigo or he won’t treat them.” 

What else do you know about Arigo?” 

4 ‘He’s got a big appetite, and drinks a bottle of wine 
with every meal.” 

“But you haven’t seen any of this yourself?” 

“No,” said Seabra. “But a lot of other people have.” 

“I guess that’s all,” the inspector said. “If you’ll just 
sign this statement, you can go.” 

Seabra signed the paper and left. Inspector Arantes 
knew that this wasn ; much of a statement, but It indicated 
that he would be bound to get stronger direct evidence as 
time went on. 

But the next few witnesses were all strangely vague, 
even though they included some of Arigo’s enemies. One 
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of the ticket agents at the railroad station brought word 
that someone had come into the station and announced 
that Arigo had charged him one hundred cruzeiros for a 
treatment. It turned out that the man was actually insane, 
and had paid nothing. 

It wasn’t until Dr. Carlos Cruz, the dentist from Belo 
Horizonte whose sister-in-law had been successfully oper- 
ated on by Arigo for cancer of the liver, testified strongly 
in Arigo’s favor that the obvious strategy to follow was re- 
vealed to the inspector. Many who had been saved from a 
fatal medical prognosis by Arigo were more than anxious 
to testify on Arigo’s behalf. Paradoxically, it was in these 
defense testimonies that the real evidence against Arigo 
could be shaped. 

Since Article 284 of the Penal Code provided that the 
simple act of prescribing, operating, or making hypnotic 
passes was illegal, all the success stories about Arigo 
would do nothing more than lead to his conviction. 

Under the illusion that they would be helping Arigo, his 
sympathetic witnesses came forward in droves to give their 
buoyant testimonies, until the files were bulging. Still, it 
was somewhat rankling to the prosecution that no one 
could prove that Arigo had ever accepted money or that 
anyone had been harmed, and further exasperating that 
practically everyone had to admit that Arigo was a good 
father, a good family man, and of the highest character. 
Even the rumors of his alleged assignations failed to come 
forth. 

A series of mysterious incidents began happening at 
about this time that were never fully explained. On one 
occasion, late at night after a particularly long session 
with his patients at the Spirit Center, Arigo was walking 
home alone down the dark, narrow streets of the town 
when from out of the shadows of a doorway a man 
jumped at him without warning. Eventually, the massive 
strength of Arigo was successful in beating him off. 

Word immediately went around the town that the hood- 
lum had been hired by Arigo’s political enemies, but the 
incident remained unsolved. Later, government marshals 
raided his house several times. They were unable to find 
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anything incriminating. In spite of this, Arlete reported to 
her friends that Arigo did nothing but continue to pray for 
those who were against him, insisting that they were mis- 
guided and should be forgiven. His supporters in the town 
felt no such magnanimity. They were up in arms, and In- 
spector Arantes could see that he might have his hands full 
if he moved too swiftly. Sitting down to make out his sum- 
mary report on September 11, 1956, Arantes wrote: 

“I tried to get witnesses who could give very complete 
information in the prosecution of the case, those that 
would bacl up our charges. We have many witnesses who 
discussed operations they have seen, including the use of 
cotton, and the removal of ‘meat’ from the patients’ 
bodies. Some claimed that no scar was left. I think we 
have an ample number of these witnesses. 

“I think it’s possible that we are confronted with a case 
of the use of hypnosis and psychotherapy. In many hyp- 
notized persons, hallucinations are built up so that they 
have no concept of the reality of the situation. Many 
licensed doctors use these methods for some of their pa- 
tients. It’s not at all surprising to scientists. Many people 
have been cured by the power of suggestion. 

But regardless of this, there is no question that Arigo 
has been practicing illegal medicine, without a license. He 
is clearly, bv the penal law, practicing a profession without 
having a license for it. It must be said, however, that Arigo 
does not accept any remuneration for what he does.” 
There were, however, some delicate questions of law 
involved. While Article 284 made spiritual healing a 
crime, it was only because Arigo stood head and shoulders 
above all the hundreds of other healers throughout Brazil 
that he was singled out. The others were not important 
enough for the courts to bother with. 

Another complication lay in the fact that Article 141 pf 
the Penal Code guaranteed the free practice of religion to 
every citizen, and further assured him that he would not 
be refused the protection of the law because of his reli- 
gion. Also, the illegal practice of medicine brought a much 
lighter sentence than the practice of charlatanism or witch- 


118 ARIGO : Surgeon of the Rusty Knife 

craft. This would have an important bearing on Arigo’s 
future. 

The actual law against witchcraft made a great deal of 
sense. “Witchcraft , 55 it specifies, “is made punishable in 
order to protect both the individual and the public. If a 
person who does not hold a medical degree diagnoses a 
disease by its symptoms; if, without being licensed, he 
operates on patients; if he claims to be in a trance, in the 
control of a ‘spirit 5 ; if he writes prescriptions or performs 
operations or administers herbs to the patient; if he uses 
‘passes , 5 or certain postures or phrases or prayers to fa- 
cilitate childbirth, bring relief to the symptoms of a cold, 
snake bites, cancer, high fever, bleeding, cataracts, deaf- 
ness, and other conditions — such a person creates a vast 
danger to the health and safety of many citizens who 
depend on the state for protection . 55 If the law made good 
sense for the protection of the common citizen, the prob- 
lem was that it failed to make any provision for a strange 
anomaly like Arigo. 

Newsman Gabriel Khater, who lived in Congonhas, 
found that after several years of close observation, he had 
swung almost completely around, changing from a total 
skeptic to a firm believer. While he looked at spiritism 
with a jaundiced eye, the rationale for his new belief 
rested on what he felt was the validity of parapsychology. 
Khater found himself returning again and again to the 
Spirit Center to watch Arigo in action. He was finally 
forced to acknowledge from his many interviews with 
visiting medical men that Arigo could do things that 
modem science could not do. 

Khater was convinced that instead of being prosecuted, 
Arigo should be supported by funds for a special scientific 
study. In this way, Arigo would be placed under the con- 
trol of licensed doctors — a necessary step to prevent un- 
controlled charlatanism from proliferating — but he would 
still be able to do the manifest good for society it had 
been all but proved he was doing. 

Reporter Khater’s articles on this track produced a 
growing ground swell among medical men throughout 
Brazil. But this was not enough to stem the tide headed 
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by Inspector Arantes and Ms state police. They had bull- 
dozed their way through the resistance, and were happy 

enough to get the case out of their hands and info the 
courts. 

By October 5, 1956, the case was in the lap of Pro- 
moter Afonso Infante Netto, roughly equivalent to a dis- 
axtornev In his report to tie court, he announced 
d at Arigo was condemned by the penal law, charged with 
the crimes of charlatanism, witchcraft, and the illegal prac- 
tice of medicine. Arigo was ordered to come to the court 
tor a preliminary hearing. He would be faced with hand- 
pick eel witnesses who would testify most severely against 
him. 

Sitting in front of a table in the sparsely furnished court- 
room of Congonhas do Campo, Arigo, in a dark, short- 
eeved spor shirt, made a sad and pathetic figure as he 
laced Judge Eleito Soares and the clerk of the court. The 
ge t seemed to have gone out of him; he was unusually 
passive It was an informal session, but the tiny room was 
j a w itb spectators who leaned over the rail and 
ice anxiously as their local hero and international 
legend was questioned by the judge. Arigo, his deep, moist 
eyes gl siening sadness, answered as if he were half in the 
room and hah out of it. 

“Do you confirm your previous testimony?” the judge 
asked. 

“Yes,” Arigo said. “I confirm it.” 

The judg~ showed him a list of the witnesses who were 
1 0 testify against him, “Do you know these Witnesses?” he 
asked. 

h es,” said Ango, as he looked over the list. “All ex- 
cept one. Bui I want to say that the accusations against 
me are not true.” 

iu hai case, said Judge Soares, who was an im- 
patient man with little regard for the subtleties of the 
case, l must ask you to give proof of why you say this.” 
best charges are made against me, and have all been 
written on your official police papers, but I must say that 
J don t even know myself whether I practice illegal med- 
icine oi not. All I know is that whenever anybody comes 
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to me for material or spiritual help, I must try to help 
them. I will not turn them away. I tell them to ask God 
for good health.” 

“And just how do you go about this?” 

“I start to say a prayer. It is the Lord’s Prayer. And 
from that moment on, I don’t see or know about anything 
else. I don’t remember what I do. There is no memory of 
it at all. The others tell me I write out prescriptions for 
people, but I do not remember that. I don’t know what 
kind of drugs they are, and I do not understand why this 
happens. I do not see them as I write them.” 

“What about the operations that are alleged?” the judge 
asked. 

“It is the same with them. I cannot give you any in- 
formation about them. I am in a state that I do not under- 
stand. They tell me I have done these things. I would be 
happy if I knew how to explain this.” 

“Do you have witnesses in your defense?” 

“Yes,” Arigo said. “I have a lawyer who is going to 
pre sent them to you.” He named several: a well-known 
industrialist from Beio Horizonte, a group of doctors, and 
a few prominent public officials. 

“Have you any criminal record?” 

“I have been brought before the police only once,” 
Arigo said. “I took a knife away from one of the custom- 
ers in my bar. He would have killed somebody if I had 
not done it. I was innocent, and I was immediately set 
free.” 

“About the witnesses who will speak against you. Are 
there any friends or enemies of yours among them?” 

“There is one who is an enemy,” Arigo said. “But I do 
not hold anger against him.” 

“Who is that?” 

Arigo named Joao Hiiariro da Cunha. “He is against 
me politically. He is a doctor who is the brother of the 
man who ran against. me for mayor. We do not talk with 
each other.” 

“Have you seen this before?” the judge asked, showing 
him a copy of the only prescription of Arigo that the state 
police had been able to round up. It was unsigned. 
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“Yes,” Arigo said. “It is one of the prescriptions that I 
have been told that I write for people.” 

’You are a Catholic, aren’t you?” 

“Yes,” said Arigo. 

“You are aware of the attitude of the Church toward 
what you are doing? That you are doing the work of a 
curandeiro — a charlatan?” 

“But I am not a charlatan,” Arigo said quietly. “I did 
what the priests wanted me to do. I went to doctors and 
psychiatrists. They said I was in perfect health. I just want 
to help the poor people, and I must do this.” 

“But you are doing what you are charged with, are you 
not?” 

1 am not the one who is doing this,” Arigo insisted. “I 
am just an intermediary between a spirit and the people. It 
is the spirit of Dr. Fritz. He insists that I help people, and 
1 am just doing what God wants me to do.” 

“You are a spiritist, then?” 

“I did not know anything about spiritism or about 
mediums. Some tell me I am a medium. I do not receive 
any payments or gifts for this work. I cannot do so, even 
if I wanted to, because it would not then be possible to 
help heal the sick. I would be very rich by now if I did 
this. I do not do this for any political reasons. I have tried 
to get away from this, and I thought I was going insane.” 

“You have been told by the police, have you not, that 
you must close up the Spirit Center where you work?” 

“I can only do this if the spirit of Dr. Fritz tells me I 
must do this,” Arigo replied. 

“You realize what you are asking us to believe, do you 
not?” 

“I realize only what I must do, and how I must help 
people.” 

The judge was reaching the end of his patience. “If this 
is so, why dori t you just make this Dr. Fritz of yours ap- 
pear right here in this courtroom?” he snapped. 

Arigo did not answer. A transparent cloud seemed to 
slide across his eyes. He sat in utter silence as the judge 
glared at him. Several moments went by. 
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Then the judge slapped his papers together and said: 
“The case will continue on a schedule to be announced; 

The case dragged along as Arigo s lawyer. Dr. Alfredo 
Figueiredo, of Belo Horizonte, began to gather favorable 
witnesses for his sui generis client. This part was not dif- 
ficult; there were more impressive and prominent volun- 
teers than he could handle. What he did face was the 
problem of shaping a defense for a client who was a 
criminal in the eyes of the law and a saint in the eyes of 
the people. Judge Soares was obviously a total pragmatist, 
who would see none of the nuances. Further, there was no 
real defense in the conventional sense of the law. 

Just how to size up this unprecedented case was a 
riddle. The passionate defense testimonies of medical ex- 
perts as to Arigo ’s prowess with a knife would be of 
dubious value. They might even bury him. Yet there was 
a remote chance that the testimony might help slightly, if 
only to soften the jail sentence. 

The lawyer realized the probable futility of gathering 
such witnesses as Dr. Carlos Cruz, Dr, Ary Lex, and all 
the other doctors who were convinced of Arigo s legiti- 
macy. Their testimony could only suggest the setting up of 
a scientific study to get at the bottom of this phenomenon. 
But the law was rigid, and such a suggestion would mean 
nothing The law might be rational in clamping down on 
charlatanism, but it was also irrational if it would send 
Arigo to a miserable louse-ridden jail cell, where he would 
rot. 

The penalties under Article 284 of the Penal Code were 
rough. Arigo was facing well over a year in jail and a 
heavy fine that would leave Arlete and his young boys 
practically destitute. The jail sentence would be utterly 
cruel on a man as sensitive as Arigo, who, in spite of his 
crudities, was easily moved to tears. 

That the judge and the prosecuting attorney were emo- 
tionally on the side of the Church and of Arigo’s political 
adversaries seemed obvious. The only thing that appeared 
to be slowing them down was the fear of public outrage. 

As the fall (spring in Brazil) of 1956 slid by, the pros- 
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ecution gathered more nails for Arigo’s coffin as defense 
attorney Figueiredo pondered and worked on his strategy. 
He brought in an influential retired Judge from Belo Hori- 
zonte who would be an excellent character witness : he was 
a fervent supporter of Arigo, and would not only testify 
that Arigo never accepted money, but that his work would 
have had to come from some higher power outside himself 
to accomplish the incredible results he had demonstrated. 

Figueiredo also got the support of Dr. Joao Ranulf de 
Melo, the doctor from Congonhas do Campo, who would 
testify about the unbelievable ovarian-cyst and cataract 
operations he had watched and followed up on. He would 
state that the operations were something that simply could 
not be done by an ordinary human being, and that the 
court was dealing with events that were plainly super- 
natural. 

Dr. de Melo was joined in this by the group of doctors 
from Lafaiete, who agreed that they would not hesitate to 
risk their professional standing by testifying in Arigo’s 
defense. Their testimony would support that of the other 
doctors to the effect that a formal scientific study should 
be made, and that in any country other than Brazil, this 
would be done. They would also testify that when Arigo 
was performing his operations he was not himself, but 
possessed by a guiding power outside himself. Further, 
the doctors would confirm that Arigo had brought about 
many documented cures of terminally ill patients with 
cancer or leukemia whom medical science had given up. 

All would testify that no evidence of any harm, infec- 
tion, hemorrhaging, or critical adverse drug reactions had 
been demonstrated by any of the thousands of patients 
Arigo had treated. This figure was now conservatively 
estimated at far over half a million in the past live years. 
If there were any contesting of this figure, it would be that 
it was too low. They would add to this their conviction 
that parapsychology was involved, that this was a science 
that was only beginning to be properly explored, and that 
the study of Arigo would advance this science. 

Technically, all this was tissue-thin legally, and Figuei- 
redo knew it. The prosecutor had temporarily quit his 
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job, which was the source of some comfort for the defense, 
but very little. The defense could do little but wait until 
the case came to trial months later in March 1957. 

On March 17, Figueiredo had his chance to test his 
shaky theories. The defense witnesses testified well, and 
he pleaded simply and eloquently, in spite of the weak- 
nesses of his case. In addition to Article 284, Arigo was 
charged with several other chapters of the labyrinthian 
Brazilian Penal Code. The laws in Brazil are patterned al- 
most entirely on ancient Roman law, and they contain 
many ambiguities. 

Facing the liverish Judge Soares, Figueiredo immediate- 
ly demanded that the case be dismissed on the grounds 
that charlatanism had not been proved and that on several 
occasions, he. as the defense lawyer, had not been notified 
when hostile witnesses had been heard. In these instances, 
neither he nor Arigo had been able to present a defense. 
In addition, he insisted that the prosecutor’s leaving his 
job at the time made the trial automatically invalid. 

“Further,” Figueiredo continued, “definite harm and 
danger to other people must result from the acts of the 
defendant. No harm whatever has resulted from Arigo s 
acts, and therefore it is quite plain that a crime does not 
exist.” 

He was aware that Article 284 did not include such a 
provision, but there were other chapters in the law that 
did give this protection. He went on: “It is impossible to 
call Arigo a criminal. Aside from the fact that there is no 
crime — and even the adversary witnesses have agreed to 
this — Arigo has been shown to be an honest and hard- 
working citizen, a responsible member of the community, 
who is respected by all. Only one person has tried to call 
him a criminal, and that is the prosecutor of this court. 
He has failed to provide proof of such a charge, because 
no such proof exists.” 

Figueiredo then began moving onto less firm ground. 
He did so with great convolutional indirection and master- 
fully engineered eloquence. The only direct evidence that 
the court had been able to come upon was the one small 
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slip of paper with Arigo’s prescription written on it. It was 
unsigned. 

s How can the prosecutor say that Arigo gave out pre- 
scriptions, when all he has is one small piece of paper 
that is unsigned, and totally lacks proof that this comes 
from Arigo?” he asked. 

In spite of this flimsy physical evidence, there was 
hardly a newspaperman in Brazil who didn’t know that 
Arigo gave out literally hundreds of prescriptions a day. It 
was not exactly a worthy defense, but the attorney was 
grasping at straws. He had one more important point, 
however. In order to prove witchcraft, it was necessary to 
prove that a defendant had personally distributed concoc- 
tions of roots and herbs. This was clearly a thing Arigo 
never did. Arigo had prescribed only bona fide drugs from 
standard pharmaceutical houses, most of which were 
known throughout the world. The mystery was why these 
prescriptions worked when Arigo issued them, when they 
failed to work for the ordinary doctor. One drug was 
known only in New York. It was in an experimental stage, 
and was hardly known there. Arigo himself did not know 
how he knew about it. 

In pointing all this out, Figueiredo continued by saying 
that drugstores all over Brazil often administered shots of 
penicillin and other drugs, a technically illegal act that was 
never brought before the courts. Why was Arigo singled 
out? 

Reminding the judge that Article 284 prohibited the 
use of gestures or passes with the hands, Figueiredo said: 
“We want to ask the court to take into consideration this 
fact: that if gestures and passes can be judged as crimes in 
Brazil, then throughout the entire great Catholic Church, 
all the members of the clergy are committing crimes every 
day. The priests constantly make gestures every time they 
pray. 

“What’s more, the defense attorney went on, warming 
up now to new emotional heights, “we like to call every- 
one a brother because we are all sons of God. If anyone 
- — anyone at all — came to Arigo to ask for help because 
he was suffering, Arigo would pick up a little cross, look 
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high In the sky, hold his hand, and he would ask the good 
God to have compassion on his brother. This is what 
Arigo wants to do. He wants only to help people.” 

True as this was, Figueiredo neglected to add that more 
often than not, Arigo would also pick up a battered pen- 
knife and slice it expertly into the body of a patient, here 
was no need to re min d the judge of this. He knew it well, 

“We want to ask the judge: Is praying for our brothers 
and wishing for their health a crime? Can it be so 
construed? If the judge says that this is a crime, we can 
draw the conclusion that all the innocent people are in 
jail, and all the guilty are out of jail. For do we not pray 
for the health and good of people? If this is a crime, we 
are all criminals.” 

By now, Figueiredo was piling it on a bit thick. He had 
little choice, in one sense. In strict legal terms, the case 
against Arigo was cut-and-dried. If the obdurate judge 
could not see beyond the law, and into the unique and 
totally unprecedented values of the case, there was little a 
defense plea could do. The only possible track to take 
would be to ask for a suspended sentence, with a court 
order placing Arigo in the custody of a group of com- 
petent medical doctors who would work with him in try- 
ing to unveil the mystery of his powers. No such defense 
was presented. With the judge’s hostile attitude already 
manifested, such a plea would likely be given short shrift. 

Realizing the weakness of his position, Figueiredo con- 
cluded: “If Your Honor does ndt accept these arguments, 
I ask one other request. Arigo is a gentle man, from a 
good family, a fine father, and a loving husband. If these 
arguments fail to move you, may I ask that your decision 
be weighed by these considerations, and that the lightest 
possible penalties be imposed?” 

The plea finished, the case rested. Headlines all over 
Brazil brought a harsh spotlight on the case. It did not 
please the dour Judge Soares to have this happen. Read- 
ers flooded the newspapers with well-meaning letters in 
Arigo s defense. One housewife wrote to the Diario de 
Minas: “My husband was given up by the doctors. He had 
a perforated ulcer. He went to Arigo, who operated on 
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him. Today , he is completely well. Arigo said he didn’t do 
anything for him, it was God. But my husband wants to 
thank Arigo publicly in this newspaper, because Arigo was 
the only person who gave him back his health. Arigo gave 
him back his dreams, after the doctors and science told 
him that they could do nothing whatever more for him.” 

It was a splendid testimonial. But it amounted to one 
more witness for the prosecution. Without insight on the 
part of the court, Arigo was trapped. 

J. Herculano Pires, the pro min ent professor of philos- 
ophy, wrote his opinion vigorously in the press. “It is 
simply ridiculous,” he wrote, “to deny that the phenom- 
enon of Arigo exists. It is also completely unscientific to 
state that Arigo is a paranoid or a psychotic of any kind. 
Medical specialists, famous journalists, intellectuals, pro- 
minent statesmen, and those who have been cured from 
hopeless conditions, have all had ample chance to witness 
the phenomena at Congonhas do Campo. These simply 
cannot be denied or misrepresented. If no formal scientific 
committees have been organized to verify the many cases, 
there have been many verifications by many reliable scien- 
tists individually. Among these are the medical testimonies 
given at court. To deny the paranormal capacities of 
Arigo is simply an act of utter stubbornness. 

“We may want to examine Arigo critically. We may 
desire to severely limit his activities, as several doctors on 
the witness stand have testified. What we cannot possibly 
deny is the total reality of his feats, and his complete 
sincerity.” 

Then defense attorney Figueiredo filed an addendum 
to his plea on March 17, 1957, his arguments far exceeded 
the scope of his first brief. The problem with the entire 
case was that both sides were trying to deal rationally 
with the irrational. The court held the upper hand, be- 
cause it was already set in a harness that kept the pro- 
ceedings on a tight legalistic bridle path. Any literal 
interpretation automatically spelled Arigo’s doom. The 
only question was whether some spark might disturb 
Judge Soares clod to the point where he would allow 
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special consideration. Arigo could, for instance, be given a 
minim al sentence, which could then be suspended in favor 
of putting him in the care of medical scientists. 

Figueiredo did everything but handsprings and a tum- 
bling act to push the judge in this direction. The ability of 
a healer, even if illegal, has to be taken into account, 
Figueiredo pleaded in his new brief. The wealthy and the 
prominent would never stampede to Arigo’s humble clinic, 
as they were doing, unless he had ability. Arigo was ob- 
viously more than able, he was super-able. Arigo accom- 
plishes what he does without even knowing he is doing it. 
He is not responsible for these acts, as benevolent as they 
are. The Catholic Church acknowledges the validity of 
parapsychology. The only possible solution to the problem 
is to set up a scientific study at the court’s direction. 
Arigo helps only those that the medical world cannot help. 
He acts through an invisible element that is possessing 
him, helping other people for God. The Catholic Church 
recognizes the reality of possession. In Arigo’s case, this 
is benign possession. 

Arigo does his work without incantation or screaming. 
He practices none of the ritual of low spiritism, of the 
Umbanda and Quimbanda ilk. Arigo believes 'that the 
spirit of Dr. Fritz is the spirit of Christ. He believes that 
he must act to do everything through the light that God 
has given him. He wants us to become less materialistic, 
more spiritual, and to be parascientific. 

Arigo doesn’t want or ask for this spirit that possesses 
him, the defense attorney went on. In fact, he willingly 
fought it with the help of doctors and psychiatrists, who 
pronounced him normal otherwise. His gradual trend to- 
ward spiritism is protected by the Brazilian Constitution. 
It is a legitimate religion, protected against attack by 
public authorities. 

The only thing he has done is to give people who have 
their days numbered, their lives back. People whom mod- 
ern science’has given up. He helps them without charge 
or harm, and is the exact opposite of a criminal. 

Figueiredo continued with quotations from the Latin 
poets, from William James, from Conan Doyle, from Pope 



Church of the Bom Jesus in Congonhas do Campo with 
the statues by Aleijadinho. 


View from the church 





Street scene in Congonhas. Arigo’s “clinic” is in the center, 
the Hotel Freitas is next to it, and in the foreground, across 
the street, is the farmacia Sao Jose where many of his 
prescriptions were filled. 


Henry Puharich, M.D. (right) and Henry Belk in Arigo’s 
backyard during their first visit in 1963. 






Arigo is writing prescriptions with the same pen he used 
for twenty years. 


Views of the inside of Arigo's “clinic” during Puharich’s 
and Belk’s first visit. 







(opposite page and above) Arigo operating with a kitchen 
knife. Dr. Puharich observed in his notebook: “It was 
thought the patient’s eye would be gouged out. But no 
pain was felt.” 



(below) Arigo and villagers in front of Hotel Freitas. 



Operation by Arigo on right forearm of Dr. Puharich to 
remove a lipoma, (above, left ) The arm immediately after 
surgery, (above, right) The arm two days after the opera- 
tion. (below) The knife used and the excised lipoma. 
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A magazine article by Jorge Rizzini about the Puharich 
operation. The story was also carried by nearly every news- 
paper in Brazil. 
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(7op) The highly unconventional prescription Arigo gave 
Henry Belk for his back condition. The writing on top is 
Arigo’s. 


(above) Altimiro, Arigo’s long-time assistant. 




Members of the Amer- 
ican Medical team in 
1968 conducted a com- 
plete physical examina- 
tion of Arigo, including 
brain wave tests with an 
EEG instrument. 
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The following pictures 
were made from the 
16mm motion picture 
taken by the American 
medical team. 




Arigo cutting 
scalp tumor. 


out a 





A close-up of Arigo’s 
hands writing a pre- 
scription. 







(top) Patients waiting 
to see Arigo in his 
“clinic.” 


(middle and bottom) 
Arigo performing eye 
surgery. 




Arigo removing a cata- 
ract. In the last picture 
he is comforting the 
patient. 
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Page 1 of a Rio de Janeiro paper, January 12, 1971, the 
day after Arigo was killed. His death was front page news 
all over Brazil. 



Tarcesio, Arigo’s son, at his father’s grave two years after 
his death. 



Arlete de Freitas, Arigo’s widow, in center of family 
group, including three of his sons. 
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Leo XIII. He concluded with words from St. Paul, to the 
effect that he who judges his brother is judging himself. 

It is doubtful that in all the history of jurisprudence 
there has been such a strange and twisted brief. Actually, 
though, it matched the intricacies of the trial itself. 
Throughout the plea, Judge Soares sat like a sphinx, 
frozen in time and space, and faced with almost arcane 
imponderables — just as everyone else was. 

e plea failed to make a dent in the fagade of either 
Judge Soares or District Attorney Netto, now back in 
harness again to complete the case. Nor did the last- 
minute appearance of the Secretary of the Treasury for 
the state of Minas Gerais, who voluntarily appeared in 
Arigo^s defense. He told the judge that he had witnessed 
Arigo remove a cancerous growth from a friend who had 
been given up as hopeless, and that a group of the finest 
doctors in the state had confirmed the condition, the 
operation, and the full recovery. 

On March 26, 1957, less than ten days after Figuei- 
redo’s last-ditch stand, Arigo was summoned before the 
court. With him was Arlete, this time her hair neatly in 
place, his father and mother, and friends and well-wishers 
who packed the small courtroom to its minuscule capacity. 
Newsmen and photographers scrambled as best they could 
for a vantage point, to record the final decision. 

Arigo was ushered to a wooden chair in front of the 
judge. He was wearing a black suit and a necktie. In the 
heat of the courtroom, he opened his collar and loosened 
the tie. He sat with folded hands and waited for the judge 
to speak. He was quiet and subdued, a sad and very 
lonely figure, his shoulders slumped in resignation. As the 
judge reached die bench, Arigo's eyes gain clouded. He 
looked, his friends reported, just as he always did at the 
times that Dr. Fritz was said to enter into him. in an in- 
definable trance state that wiped out his crude and jovial 
personality. But instead of being commanding and Ger- 
manic, he was passive and unseeing. 

e judge, his bearing stern and unyielding, briefly re- 
viewed the case. The defendant had admitted his wrong- 
doing before the court. The witnesses, both of the defense 
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and the prosecution, had substantiated the charges. In 
fact, the strongest witness for the defense, Dr. Joao Ranulf 
de Melo, had offered the most damaging evidence against 
the defendant. He had admitted to watching several opera- 
tions. 

Arigo would still be guilty, even if he were not aware 
of what he was doing, even if he were possessed by this 
strange spirit. Nothing in philosophy or religion can defend 
Arigo. The law is not interested in this in the slightest. 
The only issue at hand is to apply the Penal Code, which 
is very specific. Arigo has been committing crimes, and 
he is guilty. He is not excluded because he is a mystic or a 
medium or an idealist or a charitable person of good 
standing. In the eyes of the law, Arigo is a criminal. 

The courtroom was hushed and silent. Arigo, still in his 
trance, did not respond at all. He stared vacantly into 
space, his bulky form hunched in the chair. The sobbing, 
beginning with Arlete, spread throughout the gallery. The 
judge rapped for order. Then he said: 

T hereby sentence you to one year and three months in 
jail, effective immediately as of this day. I further levy on 
you a fine of five thousand cruzeiros, plus all the court 
expenses, the same to be paid within three days, by March 
29, 1957.” 

The decision was unbelievably harsh. No one had ex- 
pected anything like this. Arlete broke down and had to 
be ushered from the room. Some of the sobs elsewhere 
broke into open crying. This was augmented by hostile 
murmuring among the men. 

Arigo continued in his trance; he failed to respond at 
all. His lawyer leaped to his feet, protesting that the terms 
were incredible, that he was asking for an immediate ap- 
peal, that the sentence must be stayed, and that the fine 
and costs were totally out of reason. Arigo had a wife and 
family to support, and the amount levied came to almost 
an entire year’s earnings for Arigo at the pension and 
welfare office. 

With obvious reluctance, the judge said that he would 
grant a stay until April 1. Regardless of any appeal, the 
fine would have to be paid by that date. 


ARIGO : Surgeon of the Rusty Knife 131 

Pigueiredo, furious, faced the judge and said: “I re- 
member a prayer I learned when I was studying law. It 
said, Dear God of Grace, is this a dream or is it the truth 
that so many horrible things can happen in front of God’s 
eyes?’ ” 

The judge turned and left the room. Figueiredo took 
Arigo by the arm and led him out of the court. Among the 
spectators, many of whom had not moved from their seats, 
there was still the sound of crying. 



There were two places in the village where news traveled 
most swiftly: the barber shop of Ferando do Santos and 
the railroad station. But that day every street corner, store, 
and bar was abuzz as the news of Arigo’s sentence swept 
through Congonhas do Campo. Judge Soares remained as 
inconspicuous as possible; he was the enemy of the people. 
The town’s mood was like that of a mutinous vessel at 
sea. Even those who felt that Arigo should be curbed rose 
up against the utter harshness of the decision. Dissidence 
within the Catholic Church rose to a high level. The state 
medical society was splitting at the seams. 

Both the Church and the medical society had stayed in 
the background during the trial. This fooled hardly any- 
one. Most knew that both organizations were lustily be- 
hind the prosecution, if not the cruelness of the sentence. 
The spiritists in town immediately rallied behind Arigo. 
With fresh support from unexpected quarters, they raised 
the inordinate fine that had been levied on Arigo by the 
court. 

Arigo, calm in his hour of despair, urged his fellow 
townsmen to keep cool heads; he stubbornly insisted that 
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the court must be forgiven. Figueiredo and his staff law- 
yers rushed swiftly to appeal, reiterating their arguments, 
as technically weak as they were. Attorney Figueiredo ap- 
pealed directly to the Minister of Justice of the state with 
an impassioned plea to spare Arigo from total ruin. 

The prosecutor countered this by declaring Arigo guilty 
to the teeth, and accusing him of base political motives. 
He was relentless in his charges, to the point where many 
suspected a personal vendetta. 

It took two months for the decision to come down from 
the Court of Appeals. Arigo and his supporters waited 
anxiously for the results. When the decision came through, 
it was not good. The higher court upheld the conviction, 
but ruled that the sentence was too harsh under the cir- 
cumstances. The jail term was reduced from fifteen months 
to eight, and the fine considerably cut back. Most im- 
portant, there would be a little more than a year’s grace 
before beginning the jail term, provided Arigo remained 
on probation in the custody of the court. 

In spite of the breathing spell, the specter of going to 
jail and leaving his family hung over Arigo’s head. The 
terms of the custody were almost as confining as prison. 

He would immediately have to stop treating patients. 
He could not move anywhere or leave town without the 
authorization of the judge. He had an early curfew. He 
could not go into any hotel, cafe, or restaurant, or sit at 
any outside tables in any of these locales. He could not 
consult with any strange person from out of town in his 
or any other house. He wouli have to get the permission 
of the judge to attend any spiritist meeting. He would 
have to report to the judge at the end of each month. He 
was further warned that the police were going to keep 
their eyes on him, wherever he went and whatever he did. 
He literally became a chattel of the court. 

Arigo seemed like a lost man. He went to his job at the 
pension office, continued with his real estate work, tended 
his roses, played with his young sons. And he still went to 
Mass with Arlete, but unlike her, he did not take com- 
munion. He would have until the middle of August 1958 
before he would be sent off to jail, like any ordinary crim- 
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inal. Arlete tried her best to comfort him, again took in 
sewing to buttress their income, in preparation for the time 
when she would be left without support. 

The year went by slowly. By the following May, 1958, 
it was obvious that the little savings they had put aside 
from Arlete’s sewing work would be totally inadequate to 
tide them over the long months Arigo would be spending 
in jail. The children had now increased to six, all of them 
boys and under the working age, all of them needing food, 
shelter, and education. 

In addition to the worries about What would happen to 
his family, Arigo' s compulsion to serve the sick was al- 
most too much for him to bear. The entire complexion of 
the town had changed. No longer did the buses full of 
patients ramble into the narrow streets from Bdo Hori- 
zonte, Rio, Sao Paulo, or far-away Argentina — -the last an 
event that had become almost a weekly routine. 

Arigo rankled under the terms imposed on him by the 
court, but he had nothing to say against his enemies. His 
headaches returned again, as they always had when he 
tried to stop before. While he forswore his operations, he 
gradually began seeing those who sought him out for help, 
keeping this as inconspicuous as possible. The police knew 
immediately that he was beginning to resume nonsurgical 
treatments, but they looked the other way. Nearly all were 
friendly to him. They were aware, too, that he had little 
freedom left, as the starting date of the jail term ap- 
proached. 

The last two months before the jail term were the 
hardest for Arigo and Arlete. There was nothing to look 
forward to but despair. 

In Rio, President Juscelino Kubitschek had his hands 
full, with a plethora of problems. The critics of the build- 
ing of Brasilia, in the remote state of Goias, were vocifer- 
ous in their condemnation of it. But the new capital was 
already rising in sparkling majesty in the middle of no- 
where, some six hundred miles from Rio, Sao Paulo, or 
Salvador— the three nearest metropolitan centers. It was 
a concept of planned urban creation that had no parallel 
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anywhere in the world. Kubitschek knew it, reveled in it. 
Its striking modern architecture was dramatic, breathtak- 
ing- — and expensive. Determined to have the city finished 
before his five-year, nonrepeatable term was up, Kubi- 
tschek poured money, sweat, and dreams into it, even to 
die extent of air-freighting heavy construction materials , 
The new city was sprouting like a mirage out of the red- 
dish scrubland waste of the country s empty center. It was 
a glorious obsession for Kubitschek and architect Oscar 
Niemeyer; to their opponents, it was an impossible drain 
on the economy. 

Kubitschek had other troubles and preoccupations: the 
threat of a coup by the military, an unprecedented pro- 
gram for economic growth, and a new highway system that 
was to outdistance all the progress made since the country 
began. With inflation on the rampage, the military restless 
and hostile, and the treasury groaning under the new 
burdens, Kubitschek had little time to put his mind on 
anything but the affairs of state. 

But in May 1958 President Kubitschek learned that 
Arigo was waiting for the ax of the jail sentence to fall on 
his neck. Kubitschek lost no time going into action. Within 
minutes, a presidential pardon was dispatched to the 
Congonhas do Campo authorities. It stated that as Pres- 
ident of the Republic, Article 87, Number 19 of the 
Constitution gave him the power to pardon Jose Pedro 
de Freitas, more commonly known as Arigo, and that the 
defendant was to immediately be relieved of his jail sen- 
tence by presidential order. 

The official pardon was received by the dour prosecutor 
Afonso Netto on May 22, 1958. For reasons that were 
never explained, the pardon lay fallow in the office of the 
prosecutor, without any action being taken on it. It con- 
tinued lying there, as the time for the jailing grew closer. 
It wasn’t until July 29 that Prosecutor Netto saw fit to 
pass the news of the pardon along to Judge Soares. It 
wasn't until August 6 that the judge saw fit to pass the 
news along to Arigo. 

With the sword of Damocles removed, there was great 
rejoicing through most of Congonhas do Campo. The 
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jubilance was not confined to the town; it spread through 
Brazil and into Argentina. Arigo, who had been con- 
tinuing to experience his strange symptoms and headaches 
since he had stopped or reduced his healing work to al- 
most nothing, began to pick up the threads. The buses 
began to roll into the town again, and the patients began 
to line up at the center. Arigo, who never could refuse 
anyone who came to him for help, fell back into the 
routine. Within a month, the volume of patients had re- 
turned to an aimost-normal figure of over three hundred 
a day. 

But with one eye on the police, Arigo did not perform 
any major operations. He was content for the most part to 
offer his unorthodox prescriptions, to bless his patients, 
and to sternly advise them to go with God. It is said that 
he actually did operate at times, but never openly as he 
had before. He seemed to consider as nonoperations: 
cataracts, abscesses, lipomas, hydroceles, skin cancer, and 
others where the viscera were not involved. These he did, 
along with his unconventional “eye checkup/ ’ where he 
stirred the knife within the socket to remove pus or even 
a malignant tumor. 

Kutitschek, as a surgeon as well as President, along 
with a growing number of other statesmen, intellectuals, 
scientists, and medical men, spoke openly on the line that 
Arigo was not a police case. 

Commenting on Arigo in later years, President Kubi- 
tschek said: “It was impossible in Brazil for him to be 
alone. The people went where he went. If he had gone to 
the wildest reaches of the Amazon, they would have fol- 
lowed him there. I just don't understand his strength and 
his extraordinary powers. The most important people in 
Brazil sought him out.” 

As the months flowed into a year and more, Arigo’s 
return to his old pattern bothered none of the more 
enlightened, except that they wanted control and observa- 
tion of Arigo. But the smoldering resentment of the 
Church and the medical societies still burned with a 
glow. These fires had been banked by Kubitschek’s par- 
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don and the public elation at Arigo’s release from the 
threat of jail. 

But Juscelino Kubitschek’s term was finished. Although 
he was an inordinately popular man, he could not suc- 
ceed himself in office. If he could have, it is said, he 
would still be President, without uttering a single cam- 
paign speech. He had completed Brasilia, a lyrical and 
extravagant monument to his courage and imagination, 
and even his adversaries came to acknowledge the city as 
a needed catalyst to the full development of Brazil’s in- 
terior. 

But he was no longer President. Janio Quadros was 
swept in, in 1960, sweeping himself out again after only 
seven months in office, by resignation. Vice-President 
Joao Goulart took his place, and was to last until 1964, 
when a military regime took over. Arigo’s top-level sup- 
port was gone. Again, the opposition went into action. 
Again, the press stories were beginning to flow out of 
Congonbas do Campo with monotonous regularity. Again, 
Arigo was beginning to slip back into doing a few major 
operations. Again, the stories of their success could not 
be held in check. 

Not the least of Arigo’s new successes came from an 
incident with the infant son of singer Roberto Carlos. 
Carlos was the toast of Brazilian entertainers, rivaling, if 
not exceeding, the popularity of the Beatles in that coun- 
try. If there had been a popularity poll taken in Brazil, it 
is likely that the first three figures to be named would 
have been Pele, the world-renowned soccer player; Jus- 
celino Kubitschek; and Roberto Carlos — with Arigo him- 
self running a close fourth. 

The new son of Roberto Carlos was born with a serious 
fulminant glaucoma condition, an intensely acute form of 
inflammation with total loss of sight and light perception. 

Roberto Carlos and his wife rushed the baby to spe- 
cialists in Europe, where the child’s condition was diag- 
nosed as incurable. On his return to Brazil, Carlos 
chartered a plane and flew to Lafaiete, and took a car to 
Congonhas. The details have not been revealed about the 
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but after two years of almost daily observation and study, 
he ruled this out fully. Arigo himself obviously went into 
a trance state, but the patients were diagnosed and op- 
erated on almost instantly, without any eye or word 
contact, without any suggestion, without preparation — 
psychological, surgical, or otherwise. 

Dr. Godoy was also intrigued by the personality profile 
of the man. He was aware that when he was near \rigo at 
his place of work, he felt a completely different imbience 
in the room. It was charged with inexplicable emotion. 
When the knife cut and the blood did not pour out, it was 
a scene that was impossible to believe. The simplistic 
answer was that it was a question of mind over matter — 
but what did that mean? And there was no way whatever 
of explaining why, of the thousands of cases of surgery 
Arigo had performed, there was not one instance of sep- 
ticemia — blood poisoning. Dr. Godoy knew from his own 
practice that any lapse in surgical procedure inevitably 
brought about this condition. 

Arigo was anything but a simple character. His on-stage 
and off-stage personalities were widely split. Yet there 
were no conventional signs of psychosis, whether schizo- 
phrenia or paranoia. He was in control of both person- 
alities, depending on which one he became. His ordinary 
foibles were many and varied. But they did not depart 
measurably from the norm of acceptable neurosis. His fear 
of elevators and airplanes was not crippling or devastating 
to his capacity to work and love. His family life was rea- 
sonably normal when he had time for it; his devotion to 
Arlete was as genuine as hers to him. 

The entire syndrome about Dr. Fritz and his alleged 
spirit colleagues was a great imponderable. There were 
few yardsticks to measure it by. Arigo s personality change 
when he assumed this cloak of his psyche was marked and 
real. Yet when he did, his personality was level and con- 
sistent— and totally rational within those bounds. The 
concept of a band of discarnate spirits, all with great 
medical prowess, all with a capacity of helping Arigo 
with their specialized skills, was of course totally unaccept- 
able in the light of modern science. To the Kardec spir- 
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surgery that Arigo performed, but within days the infant's 
sight was restored. 

Carlos became a close friend of Arigo’s from that time 
on, and the incident thrust Arigo’s new activity into more 
blazing public attention across the country. 

When pressed about what he was doing after his close 
brush with jail, Arigo would explain: “I believe in love 
and charity. I cannot deny anyone who comes to me for 
help. The Bible tells us that when someone knocks, we 
must open the door to him.” 

Distressed and frustrated about the persecution Arigo 
had faced— and might continue to face— was the assistant 
mayor of Congonhas do Campo, Dr. Mauro Godoy. He 
had studied both internal medicine and psychiatry at the 
University of Brazil in Rio, and continued to practice both 
specialties. He had had a much better chance to observe 
Arigo in action than all the scores of Brazilian doctors 
who had investigated him. Godoy ’s office was within shout- 
ing distance of Arigo’s clinic, and he often dropped by in 
his effort to find a scientific rationalization for what he 
saw. 

He knew the dangers of drawing attention to Arigo’s 
new, post-trial activities, yet he was determined to per- 
suade his colleagues in the medical society to shift their 
emphasis from persecution to study. He had recorded case 
after case of Arigo’s surgery — many of them on operations 
that were successfully completed in one-fortieth or one- 
fiftieth of the time required by conventional surgical pro- 
cedures. 

As a psychiatrist, he believed that the modem school 
could benefit greatly by studying primitive techniques. 
While Arigo was anything but a primitive, and stood com- 
pletely in a class by himself, beyond any known discipline, 
Godoy was convinced that only an extended, well-funded 
study could possibly make a dent in solving the puzzle. He 
reasoned that Arigo could do little or no harm to the 
public because most of his cases had been given up by 
medical doctors. 

Godoy had come about his acceptance of Arigo’s work 
slowly. At first, he ascribed it to some sort of hypnotism. 
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itists, however, this was old hat. At times, Dr. Godoy was 
tempted to assume momentarily, on a provisional basis, 
that this could be the explanation. But if this assumption 
were made, where could he go from there? He agreed 
heartily with a statement Dr. Pires had recently made: “In 
Arigo's case, the prevailing aspects are the objective 
phenomena. It is much easier to blithely label Arigo as a 
paranoid than to look seriously into what he is doing.” 
These questions were begging for answers. But the in- 
formation Dr. Godoy was gathering from his less inter- 
ested colleagues would not help answer the questions. 
Again, the medical association headquarters in Belo Hori- 
zonte was stirring restlessly. Dr. Godoy began to regard 
the situation as a race between possible enlightenment 
about a rare, incredible phenomenon and the iron-heavy 
forces of closed minds. 

The new thrust from the medical association was not 
long in coming. On August 29, 1961, some three years 
after Judge Soares had reluctantly notified Arigo of Pres- 
ident Kubitschek’s official pardon, Dr. Fernando Megre 
Velloso sat down at his desk in Belo Horizonte to dictate 
a letter to the Secretary of Public Security of the state of 
Minas Gerais. 

Dr. Velloso was president of the Conselho Regional de 
Medicina of the state, equivalent to a regional office of the 
American Medical Association. He stated: 

Senhor Secretario: 

In line with my responsibilities with the medical 
association, over which I have the honor of presiding, 
let me bring to the attention of Your Excellency the 
activities of the well-known citizen Jose Arigo, rel- 
ative to the practice of curandeirismo— witchcraft. 

Since this citizen is being widely and publicly ac- 
cused of such practices that, truly, can threaten and 
demoralize the rights of the public, I beg Your Ex- 
cellency to institute the necessary inquiry to determine 
the facts in the case. If true, the case against Jose 
Arigo should be reopened, and a new process begun. 

I am sure that you will immediately give your atten- 
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tion to this matter. Allow me to extend to Your 

Excellency my greatest esteem. 

Within days, the snooping began again. Police investi- 
gators began fanning out. The talk from the barber shop 
and the railroad station had preceded them. They were 
expected. The detectives received a chilly response from 
nearly everyone they interrogated. The new probe sprung 
out of Lafaiete, twenty miles away, a safer distance for 
the authorities to be, at least. The investigators, as before, 
had a puzzling time trying to get any copies of prescrip- 
tions out of the drugstores in either Congonhas do Campo 
or Belo Horizonte. “The druggist informed me, wrote one 
detective, “that the prescription that one patient of Arigo’s 
said he would give us could simply not be found any- 
where, and must have been lost. If he found it, he would 
send it.” 

Another had trouble getting any kind of information 
out of the druggist on the plaza in Congonhas. The drug- 
gist swore he had never seen Arigo’s name on any pre- 
scription (Arigo of course never signed them). He never 
asked a customer about this. He knew nothing whatever 
about Arigo, even though he was only a block iway. 

Nearly every witness who could have offered anything 
of importance dodged and evaded the questions. But 
eventually the prosecution won the war of attrition and 
was able to gather ample evidence of Arigo’s having 
reestablished Ms practice. “We first noticed,” wrote a 
field detective, “that everyone was expecting us to arrive. 
We found several good witnesses, but they didn t want to 
talk and refused to give us any help. But with our careful 
and expert techniques, we finally broke down the resis- 
tance. We conclude that Arigo is practicing right now, in 
spite of Ms denials. Our results will show clearly that he 
is engaging in illegal medicine, even though he was once 
prosecuted and pardoned.” If the results of the investiga- 
tion failed to prove the case, it would have been a miracle: 
the crowds formed every day under the eyes of the police. 

The prosecution now was aiming hard and straight to 
prove that Arigo was practicing witchcraft, not merely 
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illegal medicine. Earlier stung by the rebuff of President 
Kubitschek’s pardon, the authorities were determined to 
get the much larger penalty that the witchcraft charge 
would provide. All the new testimony that was elicited 
was shaped in this direction. If a witness said that Arigo 
raised his hand above his head, this was more than the 
practice of medicine, this was witchcraft, Whether it was 
meant to be or not. If he read the Bible or blessed a 
patient, that was to be interpreted as witchcraft. 

Beyond that aspect, the second prosecution was almost 
a carbon copy of the first. But it took time, and the legal 
machinery was slow, especially in view of the resistance 
of the witnesses. The process continued all through 1961, 
1962, and far into 1963. 

As the two full years went by, Arigo continued prac- 
ticing almost as if nothing were happening. His denials 
that he was practicing were based on his firm conviction 
that it was Dr. Fritz, and not he, who was doing the 
medical work. This was his justification — this, and his 
belief that he could not turn down those who needed him, 

“They might say I am wrong, 55 Arigo told reporter 
Reinaldo Comenale, “but I am not wrong in the eyes of 
God. A lot of friends have come to tell me that they want 
to help me. I have a special place in my heart for them. 
But I still pray for my enemies. They are the ones that 
need more prayer and more love. If they want me to go to 
jail, they can put me there. If the court wants to charge 
me with helping the sick, and judge me for that, I will go 
any time. But I am sure that God will give me freedom. 
I’m not pure, but I try to be. If I carry out charity and if 
I’m accused of the crime of charity, yes, they can take me 
to jail, and I will stay there,” 

Meanwhile, Arigo’s supporters were not inactive. Over 
three hundred of them signed a petition and presented it 
to the implacable Judge Soares. It said hat the petitioners 
came from all social classes, and pleaded with the judge 
to forgive and forget. It did not fall on fertile ground, and 
the prosecution continued. 

By August 1963, the legal process was still creaking 
along and Arigo was still practicing, though somewhat 
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TTenrv^R ^ •* Z™ then that Dr - He "y Puharich and 
I arrived in .ongonhas in their microbus, to be 

4 e . fi s f North Americans to encounter the phe- 

e c Arigo face to face. 

After returning to the United States, Puharich and Belk 
were not inactive on behalf of Arigo. In their talks with 
the interested Brazilian doctors before they left Rio they 

dann ’ e1211 7 m( ? Arig0 ’ s ca P ac ities were in imminent 
bm g )vl i 0nJ y _ from impending new prosecution, 

covel th! c mdlff f“ Ce of science in ai dmg him to dis- 
- * e sour ee of his strange powers. The -sympathetic 

an nnt a -H mei J P , ea i ded Wlth Puharich and Belk to organize 
n outside study by American doctors that would buttress 

heir own efforts m the face of the formal opposition of 
the medical societies. But it should be done quickly. 
u an cn was somewhat of a maverick himself often 

to Sli l acred ter l ets of the AMA in his willingness 
f »,,£.? unknown Phenomena. What he could not be 

ed on was his scientific proficiency. He had proved 
nimsek enough m the hard-line school of pragmatic lab-' 
oratory research and advanced biomedical instrumenta- 
- t( i eel secure and confident in stepping into the 
1 m waters that lay beyond the norm. What Puharich 
s tc nod here affected his life to such an extent that he 
was later willing to plunge precipitously into further ex- 
ploiattons of the paranormal, that some of his supporters 
could not follow. This, however, could not negate the 
massive evidence that was piling up in regard to Arigo’s 

Neither Puharich nor Beik had any interest in pursuing 
' But m Arigo’s case, where did reality leave off 
in as re begin? This was the key question, one 
that was both difficult to answer and impossible to ignore 
ff it were ignored, the entire etiology, or root cause; 

r ggiag, a et any attempt to answer it in ternrs 
O! Arigo s own theories about Dr. Fritz and his con- 
federates would cause the entire investigation to «*o uo in 
a cloud of derision. f 

The problem boiled down to proving the obvious' A 
knife can be painful even when slicing away at a hangnail 
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or wart, to say nothing of scraping a naked eyeball or 
scooping the eyeball out of its socket in a totally con- 
scious, unanesthetized patient. Yet there was no dispute 
whatever that Arigo was doing this daily — along with 
much more complicated surgery, 

Puharich knew he had to present his findings as con- 
vincingly as possible, or his recommendations for the 
expensive and painstaking research could be laughed off 
by his associates. Second- or third-hand reporting by 
Puharich on something as astounding as Arigo was not 
the ideal method of scientific presentation. The scientist 
must be prepared to challenge, and challenge hard, which 
is of course healthy. 

Puharich himself had already challenged Arigo with his 
own lipoma operation. On the surface, this would be 
reasonably good evidence, if not proof, of the worthiness 
of further study of Arigo. So were the films. But these 
still would not be enough for the exacting requirements 
of scientific-journal publication, which demands, in addi- 
tion to prolific footnote references of past practices and 
observations, some pragmatic frame of reference on which 
a theory could be built and accepted. It had taken cen- 
turies for acupuncture to be even considered worthy of 
scientific study. Arigo’s practices went so far beyond acu- 
puncture that they almost soared out of sight. 

Arigo dealt with raw anguish, desperation, and hope- 
lessness. Pain and disease are the basic reality of those 
who suffer from them. Here were such people — literally 
hundreds of them a day— who knew and lived with this 
intensely horrible reality. They had no other choice. 

The great majority of those who made the pilgrimage 
to Arigo did not come to him out of curiosity, religious 
faith, or fetishism. They came because they were literally, 
practically, objectively, totally hopeless. Modem medicine 
had given them up; in some cases, the best specialists in 
the world. Where else could they turn? 

Although Arigo prayed briefly with his patients each 
day and continually told them to “go with God,” there 
was none of the faith-healing aspect or mysticism that ac- 
companied the activity at Lourdes. In most respects, his 
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treatment was as perfunctory and clinical as a resident 
physician in an emergency room. 

In their desperation, many would not let themselves 
accept the death sentence that their doctors had flatly 
predicted for them. ithin their scope, the doctors were 
right. There was no other objective course for them. 

Arigo offered hope in the face of seeming lack of it. 

hey came to Tongonhas do Campo. The overwhelming 
majority of them were miraculously cured. A small per- 
centage were not, and Arigo would not hesitate to tell 
them he could do nothing for them. Nearly all figured it 
was worth the risk. 

It was a great tragedy that the inexorable forces of the 
law were marshaled against this simple and Inexplicable 
man, thereby threatening to foreclose on any organized 
study of his work. The stumbling block was the precedent 
that might be set by letting Arigo off scot-free. Without 
disciplined standards, any imposter could assume the 
cloak of benignity and presume to do what Arigo was 
doing. He of course would not last long. The first thrust 
of a pocketknife into the eyeball of a suffering patient by 
an imposter would, in a matter of minutes, bring him 
abruptly to the police and courts. If Arigo had caused 
pain or injury, he would of course have been out of busi- 
ness in as short a time. 

Arigo’s pocketknife or paring knife “eye examination’* 
puzzled Dr. uharich when he had returned to the United 
States almost more than anything else. Arigo did this 
often, even when the eye looked perfectly normal. It was 
something never seen in conventional medicine, totally 
bizarre. He would often scrape out a glob of pus from 
behind the eyeball, even when there didn’t seem to be any 
condition that would warrant it being behind the eye. 
Puharich suspected that Arigo did this maneuver in the 
eye, stirring the blade so roughly in the eye socket, to 
dramatize that he could do things for the patient far be- 
yond the normal, and thus build up the confidence of both 
the patient being treated and those watching and waiting 
their turn. 

As part of his experimental work in cardiology, Puharich 
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worked often with Dr. Luis Cortes, a research scientist in 
the Department of Surgery of the New York University 
School of Medicine. Before he had drawn up his first 
report on Arigo for Essentia Research Associates, Puharich 
had shown Cortes the films of Arigo’s operations and filled 
him in on some of the background. Cortes was fascinated 
with the surgical work depicted in the film. As a surgeon 
himself, he simply could not believe that a knife could be 
inserted into the eye of a conscious person without literally 
strapping him down and practically raping the eye. It was 
an assault on the nerves of the patient that positively could 
not be done. 

Both he and Puharich decided to make a tentative check 
of this with some of the laboratory rats they were using 
with their cardiological research. They each had long ex- 
perience in handling laboratory animals under the most 
difficult conditions, and could accurately predict whatever 
fear or reflex reactions the animal would have under al- 
most any condition. In a normal pattern, if they tried the 
same technique that Arigo had used with his eye probes, 
the rat would use every muscle in its body to avoid the 
assault of the knife blade in its eye. 

Using painstaking care, Cortes held a rat firmly while 
Puharich tried to insert a small knife under the lid and up 
toward the sinus cavities. They found that it was literally 
impossible to do on a conscious, unanesthetized rat unless 
its head was held in a viselike grip. And then it was prac- 
tically impossible to hold the rat still to do any maneuver- 
ing whatever, to say nothing of stirring the blade inside the 
eyelid. Even in an anesthetized rat, it was impossible to 
emulate the rough crude plunges that Arigo executed with- 
out seriously damaging the eye tissues. Whatever Arigo did 
was beyond the province of either doctor. 

But Puharich and Cortes were faced with one more 
challenge. A young laboratory assistant who had seen the 
films insisted that she wanted to volunteer to let either 
~Cortes or Puharich attempt to repeat the experiment on 
ois^ of her own eyes. Neither doctor wanted to accept the 
challenge. But she kept on insisting, saying that if they 
were ever to get to the bottom of this mystery they would 
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have to take some chances. Puharich had taken his 
chances with the lipoma operation. She was willing to take 
hers, because she was absolutely absorbed by what Arigo 
was doing, and convinced that it must be solved. 

Since Cortes was a practicing surgeon, he was at least 
confident that he could try the experiment without harm, 
by using extreme care. But the girl must promise to give 
him a signal at the very first moment of pain or dis- 
comfort. She promised that she would. 

Choosing a small, smooth table knife, and avoiding the 
iris and cornea of the eye, Cortes very gently began to 
slide the knife under the lid. She remained stoic and quiet, 
but only for a fraction of a moment. His first, slow upward 
movement brought a quick sign from the girl that the pain 
had become unbearable. The knife was only a fraction of 
an inch under the lid. He removed it as carefully as he had 
inserted it, and no harm was done. The knife had gone less 
than one-tenth the distance Arigo’ s blade penetrated, and 
Cortes had made no lateral or circular movement. The 
experience convinced all three that they were dealing with 
an extraordinary case in Arigo that would be a mammoth 
challenge to science. 

On reviewing Dr. Puharich’s preliminary report, as well 
as the separate one filed by Henry Belk, the interest in a 
full-scale research expedition to study Arigo was high 
among the members of the Essentia Research group. Com- 
ing as they did from different disciplines and varied orga- 
nizations, from Stanford University on the West Coast to 
Massachusetts General Hospital on the East, there were 
many logistic and time-schedule problems. 

All agreed that further preliminary investigation had to 
be done to avoid confusion and wasting of time when a 
full commission of half a dozen or so members took off 
on the trip. There would be a considerable amount of 
preliminary reading and study to be done on the subjects 
of parapsychology, Brazilian customs, and the Portuguese 
language. 

Puharich agreed to make another trip to Congonhas tor 
a detailed feasibility survey, and to try to gather statistics 
that could be used for shaping a well-planned team effort. 
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Just when he could get away from his own research work, 
now suffering from temporary neglect, was another prob- 
lem. et with the legal action against Arigo threatening 
the potential success of the research expedition, speed was 
essential. The arrangements were cumbersome, the dis- 
tances between the members great, and the necessity for 
funding of paramount necessity. Several foundations were 
approached, a slow and difficult job. The race to try to 
uncover the mystery of Arigo continued. 

In Brazil, the legal proceedings were still bogged down 
in delays. The prosecution that was to lead to a. second 
trial had begun in September 1961, on the urging of the 
medical society of Minas Gerais. When Belk and Puharich 
had left Congonhas do Campo in August 1963, the legal 
preparation for the trial was still foundering, chiefly due 
to inertia, to the resistance of the witnesses, and to the 
difficulty of documenting new evidence in spite of the fact 
that Arigo was continuing his work under the noses of the 
police. The people who were benefiting were the last ones 
who wanted to assist the prosecutor. 

The news in August 1963 of Arigo’s operation on Dr. 
Puharich, which had been spread across the front page of 
nearly every paper in Brazil, provided a fresh impetus to 
the sluggish prosecution. It was again a case of a success 
story that would be damaging to Arigo. And it was a 
stinging rebuke to Judge Soares and the prosecutor that 
the nationally famous operation had happened under the 
very noses of the police investigators. 

Although the case had been lying rather dormant at the 
time, there was action within weeks after the prosecutor 
read the Puharich headlines. Arigo was called up before 
him. A Dutch Roman Catholic priest by the name of 
Anselmo Meindres had also seen the headlines, along with 
the officers of the medical society. All were up in arms 
about this flagrant operation on the American doctor’s 
tumor. 

A new judge, Marcio de Barros, of apparently the same 
dour disposition as Judge Soares, had joined forces, and 
handled the fresh interrogation of Arigo. The prosecutor 
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was now Marcelo da Paula, another who seemed to be of 
the same stripe. 

Arigo reiterated that he bore no malice against those 
who had testified against him. He freely admitted that he 
had operated on the American doctor. He also confirmed 
the other nationwide headline report that he had saved the 
eyesight of Roberto Carlos 7 infant son. Since Arigo 
claimed these were done on the intervention of Dr. Fritz, 
and since he had no conscious memory at the time of 
doing them, Arigo did not feel they were against the law. 
If the court felt they were crimes, that was up to the 
court. His conscience was clear. 

Such a bland admission was of course explosively irritat- 
ing to the court. The defense of shifting the blame to a 
German doctor who died in 1918 was probably one of the 
most ridiculous in the history of jurisprudence, but neither 
the judge nor the prosecutor saw any humor in it. They 
were still feeling the stinging indignity of having, in effect, 
been made fools of in the press. 

The dawdling went on through the rest of 1963 and 
through most of 1964. Arigo continued to practice under 
live TaYes o\ "m owi p v, po- 
tions but nonetheless continuing to do them. By the middle 
of October 1964, the court felt it had enough evidence to 
nail Arigo on the witchcraft charge, with its more stringent 
penalties, than the simpler charge of illegal practice of 
medicine. 

Prosecutor da Paula pulled out all the stops in his sum- 
mary of the charges. He argued that Arigo was a critical 
danger to society. He was guilty of practicing witchcraft 
and black magic with all the enthusiasm of the candomble 
rites in a macumba clearing. Arigo was, to put it bluntly, 
a criminal. It didn't matter if he was successful in his 
cures, or that he benefited any who came to him. It further 
was immaterial that no harm had come to any of the hun- 
dreds of thousands of patients Arigo had treated, or that 
he never accepted any money or gifts. A crime was a 
crime. For some reason, the prosecutor was touched off by 
evidence that dozens of women from high society came to 
see Arigo with veils over their faces, to hide their identity. 
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The prosecutor saw in this a most sinister omen. And, to 
sum it all up, Arigo admitted himself that he was com- 
mitting this crime against the people. 

The second trial was really a charade for both sides as 
they strained to conduct the proceedings on the level of 
legal reality though the phenomenon actually was unc] as si- 
liable, undefendable, and unassailable, all at the same 
time. Neither the prosecution nor the defense knew how to 
handle it, nor would anyone else. Judge Barros was unable 
to fathom the overtones and undertones, saw none of the 
paradoxes and subtleties. On November 20, 1964, he sen- 
tenced Arigo to sixteen months in jail for the practice of 
witchcraft, effective at once. 

Arigo was permitted to go home from the courthouse in 
Lafaiete with Arlete to say good-bye to his sons. He did 
not try to explain to them what was happening, because 
he did not know how to explain it. His own feelings told 
him that he was trying to do right, in the way that he saw 
it. How could he explain that to his boys in the face of 
the long jail sentence? Arigo loved children — all children. 
He was known for his expansive love of his own boys. 

hat evening he held each one in his arms, promised 
that he would see them again soon, comforted them 
because they sensed, with the awesome intuition even the 
youngest have, that a tragic happening was in the air. 

Arlete, for the sake of the children, was holding back 
her tears. They prayed before dinner, and ate in silence. 
Arigo tucked the boys in bed, and said the Lord’s Prayer 
with them. 

Then he went downstairs, where Arlete was waiting for 
him. She did not cry, but her eyes were moist. They did 
not speak to each other. Arigo dropped his forehead on 
his hand, and both of them waited in silence for the police 
car to arrive. 


8 


Arigo and Arlete were barely aware of the crowd that had 
gathered outside their house that evening. It was quiet and 
orderly — so quiet that it seemed almost ominous. Only the 
mumbling of subdued prayers among the crowd of several 
hundred signaled to Arigo that they were there. He went 
to the window and looked out. When they saw him, the 
crowd cheered. There was still no sign of a police car. 

At the local police station, there was consternation. 
None of the men on the force wanted to take Arigo to the 
jail in Lafaiete. Neither did the police chief want to give 
the order. Nor did the state police of Minas Gerais want 
to drive up through the crowd. Both the local and state 
officials tried to find an answer. No one, in fact, wanted 
Arigo in jail, aside from the authorities who had ordered 
it. The time wore on into the evening. 

Arigo was becoming impatient. Finally, he crossed the 
room and embraced Arlete, then went out the front door. 
An enormous cheer went up from the crowd. He asked 
them to keep quiet and orderly, and to pray. Then he got 
in his jeep, nuzzled it slowly through the packed street, 
and drove to the police station. Sheepishly, the police chief 
told him of the dilemma they were facing. Arigo replied 
that there was no problem. He would drive to the jail at 
Lafaiete himself. The chief agreed that, in the light of the 
large crowd, it might be a good idea. 

On the road to Lafaiete, Arigo’s jeep was followed by a 
caravan of well-wishers. Behind the caravan, a lone police 
car followed, gingerly, uncertainly, its occupants half 
afraid of the crowd. It was a strange sight, the long drag- 
on’s trail of a motley assortment of cars and trucks, sand- 
wiched between Arigo’s jeep in the lead and the police car 
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at the rear. Almost a carnival atmosphere prevailed, as the 
cars in the parade began blowing their horns. The ca- 
cophony became deafening, but the police were powerless. 

At the jail Arigo was met by the warden, almost as if he 
were a visiting dignitary. The police pushed their way up 
from the rear of the caravan, to deliver to the warden the 
necessary official papers. Rut in the confusion, the papers 
had been left in Congonhas. The crowd broke out into 
laughter as the police car sped back to retrieve the docu- 
ments. Arigo laughed with them. 

The warden insisted that it would be better for Arigo to 
serve his term in the local hotel, in the custody of the 
police. Arigo would have none of it. If he were being sen- 
tenced to jail, he would go there. The warden almost 
pleaded with him to reconsider, but Arigo still refused. 

It was a dank, ugly, crumbling jailhouse. Some of the 
cells opened directly on to a musty alley that ran alongside 
the building. Arigo was assigned one of these. The warden 
took a large, old brass key and opened the creaky iron- 
barred door. The crowd pressed into the alley, until there 
seemed no room to breathe. Someone began raying the 
Lord’s Prayer. The rest followed. The warden and the 
guard bowed their heads and joined them. When it was 
finished, Arigo spoke. He said to the gathering that they 
were not to feel resentment against either the iailkeepers or 
the police. They were only doing the work they were as- 
signed to do. He promised that he would be released soon, 
because his lawyers were immediately appealing. Slowly 
the crowd dispersed and drove back to Congonhas do 
Campo. The warden, almost on the point of tears, told 
Arigo how distasteful a job this was for him to carry out. 
The night jailer said the same. Arigo blessed them both, 
and they left. Arigo lay down on the rough wooden bunk, 
and prayed again. 

Arigo’s case had attracted the attention of some of the 
best lawyers in Brazil. Dr. Jair Leonardo Lopes took the 
lead in bringing the appeal to the higher courts. He had 
spent considerable time reviewing the case, analyzing 
Arigo, and studying parapsychology. Interviewed the day 
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after Arigo’s incarceration, he told reporters: “Arigo never 
harmed anybody. He has a true gift which does not de- 
pend on legal authorization to cure strange ills of the rich 
and the poor. He often cures people doctors have given up 
on. 

“Arigo has extrasensory perception. He is a clairvoyant 
and has other exceptional faculties we can neither define 
nor understand. 

“He diagnoses by clairvoyance. He ‘sees’ the affected 
organs inside the patient’s body. Through telepathy, he 
knows what other doctors prescribe for the illness or he 
knows what has worked in similar cases. 

“He has prescribed medicines for some patients which 
have long passed out of use, and he also has prescribed 
medicines which were so new that they had not yet arrived 
in Brazil. 

“Only clairvoyance and other undefined powers can ex- 
plain these things.” 

Arigo had tried to explain his own powers to reporters 
previously, when he said: “When a case is simple, I can 
diagnose and prescribe without going into a trance, since 
Dr. Fritz guides me. But for complex cases, I must enter 
a trance and call on Dr. Fritz directly.” 

As Dr. Lopes began pressing the appeal, Arigo’s cell 
door on the little alley next to the jail was swarming with 
reporters the next day. Arigo said he was glad to be in jail 
in one way, because he was badly in need of rest. He 
would be able to review his past and future. He said he 
was still praying for his enemies, and he hoped the jour- 
nalists would do so, too. 

Then he said a strange thing: “Perhaps being sent to 
jail is a gift of God. You know I drive very fast on the 
road. It is something I do without thinking about it. If I 
were not in jail now, I would be driving along the road, 
and I would be killed.” 

The remark was puzzling, and was generally passed over 
in the press. To the reporter who knew Arigo best and had 
studied him most, Gabriel Khater, the comment had some- 
thing ominous about it. Arigo, he felt, did not make state- 
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dents like this without good reason. He included it in his 
story, but then forgot about it. 

Attorney Lopes was determined to bring the case to the 
Federal Supreme Court, if necessary. The appeal, labeled 
No. 2334, went anything but swiftly. Aside from pleading 
that there was not one iota of evidence that Arigo had ever 
harmed anyone, and that he was anything but a curan- 
deiro, Attorney Lopes struck out for a writ of habeas 
corpus, on the grounds that Arigo had been tried twice 
for the same crime. But this process was burdensome and 
involved, having to pass through various panels of judges 
who would ponder the merits and demerits of the case 
endlessly before voting a decision. 

Not the least damaging to Arigo was the aggressive at- 
tack of prosecutor Marcelo da Paula. Although some said 
they detected a softening in his attitude toward Arigo out- 
side the courtroom, the brief he filed against the appeal 
failed to show it. He fought against even the temporary 
and provisional release the writ of habeas corpus would 
bring. He hit the Court of Appeals hard with a review of 
the case, emphasizing that Arigo did not even try to de- 
fend himself. He was unrelenting in his condemnation. 

But Arigo did not exactly languish in jail. Action began 
almost as soon as he arrived. The other prisoners, long 
disgruntled by the appalling conditions in the jail, seized 
on Arigo's presence, with its attendant publicity, to stage 
an open revolt. They began burning everything in sight 
made of wood. They demanded less work and more food. 
They terrorized the guards with knives that had been 
smuggled in, and held them as hostages. Finally, the 
guards broke away and ran from the jail, leaving Arigo 
alone with the rebelling prisoners. 

He lost no time in quelling the riot. In his most com- 
manding voice, he told them that they must not only stop 
what they were doing, but clean up all the damage they 
had done. He said if the food was good enough for him, it 
was good enough for them, and they had damned well 
better settle down, repent their sins, and start a new life 
for themselves. He faced the ringleaders directly with the 
demands. Strangely enough, they acquiesced. By the next 
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day, most of the debris had been cleared, the guards had 
returned, and lumber and materials were supplied for the 
prisoners to rebuild what they had damaged. 

But Arigo went beyond that. He asked the warden for 
paint, and began painting the dingy walls himself. Before 
long, the other prisoners joined in. The buildings began 
to take on a new life. 

In gratitude, the warden offered Arigo complete free- 
dom to leave the jail any time he wished. He actually left 
the key in his cell. Arigo used it on rare occasions, but 
only to visit the sick outside the prison, while the warden 
and guards looked the other way. They did everything 
possible to be kind to him. He took advantage of this in 
one respect: he began treating the prisoners in the jail. 
When word of this got around, crowds began lining up 
again outside his barred gate in the little alley. He even 
performed minor operations. Suddenly, the jail in Lafaiete 
began turning into another Congonhas. It seemed impos- 
sible to keep people from flooding into the town. The 
police and warden knew it; they did nothing to stop it. 

Jorge Rizzini, who had tried futilely to support Arigo 
during the trial — anything he said about Arigo’s medical 
success only helped seal his doom — came to see Arigo. 
He took motion pictures of the crowds as they filed by 
the cell in the little alley. Rizzini found Arigo alone in 
the cell when he arrived, reading the Bible. He looked 
well, and kept insisting this was the rest he needed. He 
again defended the people who had judged him, asking 
Rizzini not to condemn them in his press reports. 

H. V. Walter, the British consul, made his way from 
Belo Horizonte to the jail, where he found Arigo resting 
on his bunk. He brought him two cheese sandwiches. 
Arigo ate one ravenously and passed the other to a prison- 
er across the hall. Arigo tacked the consul s calling card 
on the wall of Ms cell, referring to him as Mr, Ambas- 
sador. 5 ’ He took great pride in his diplomatic visitor, 
whom he introduced to his fellow prisoners. 

Esko Murto, Finnish-born reporter-photographer for 
Manchete magazine, the Brazilian equivalent of Life, ar- 
rived to do a picture story on Arigo’s languishing in jail. 
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Instead, he found Arigo in his cell performing a cataract 
operation on an old man who was almost completely 
blind. He photographed the surgery in a fast series of stills 
on his Leica, but Arigo quietly asked him not to print 
them, because of the impending appeal. Murto agreed not 
to, and later came to visit Arigo several times on the basis 
of friendship alone. Like so many reporters who inter- 
viewed Arigo, he became more interested in the man than 
in the story. Arigo told Murto he tried never to operate 
when reporters were present. 

On December 11, 1964, not long after he had been 
jailed, Arigo received one of his most unusual visitors. He 
was an aged Catholic priest, Francisco Alves Correa, who 
had been ordained back in 1913. He had come to Lafaiete 
from Belo Horizonte, arriving early in the evening. He 
claimed that Arigo had removed his cataract, saving him 
from almost total blindness, but Arigo had no recollection 
of it. “If I did,” Arigo said, “it is not I who did so, but 
Jesus,” 

The priest went on to explain that he had always 
mocked Arigo, but that after his treatment his own doctor 
was amazed at the results. The doctor had asked where 
the operation was done. “I explained,” said the priest 
that it was done in Brasilia. He would not have accepted 
the truth if I had told it to him.” 

Then he added: “This is why I came here to thank you. 
I hope God will give you the strength to bear this trial. 
You will leave here to perform still greater things. Be 
strong, for suffering is part of the law of evolution.” 

Arigo did remain strong, but the weeks in jail had now 
turned into months, and still no progress had been made 
in obtaining even the temporary habeas corpus release. 
He yearned to be home with his family again. The separa- 
tion from Arlete and his boys was most painful. He longed 
to take care of the roses in his aunt’s garden. Only the 
fact that the warden and police permitted him to treat the 
sick kept his sanity. In fact, the warden would often pick 
him up in the prison jeep to visit many of the sick and 
ailing in Lafaiete, returning him to the cell afterward. 

As the appeal dragged on, the patience of Arigo ’s sup- 
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porters grew thin. Pressures mounted in many spiritist 
centers throughout Minas Gerais until finally several hun- 
dred people, if not a thousand or more, literally tried to 
storm the prison and remove him bodily from it. They 
were not aware that Arigo could have left any time he 
wanted to. The police had no control over the protestors, 
but Arigo silenced them and told them that he was con- 
fident the process of the law would soon rectify the situa- 
tion. The crowd left grudgingly. 

There were other vigorous protests. One woman wrote 
to a Rio newspaper that unless the appeal was settled in 
Arigo’ s favor and he was released from jail, she would 
kill herself. What Arigo’s burning advocates did not realize 
was that even if he were freed temporarily under the 
habeas corpus, there would be no real certainty that he 
would remain free. The legal review under Brazilian law 
would be in two long-drawn-out stages: the decision to 
free him, if at all; and the decision as to whether he should 
be resentenced if he were freed. 

The irony and tragedy would be If he were freed and 
then sent back again to the jail. This was a distinct pos- 
sibility, especially with the type of narrow-spectrum think- 
ing of such judges as Soares and Barros. There were 
plenty like that in the wings. 

News of Arigo’s plight had traveled slowly to the 
United States. Belk and Puharich, each working on the 
long-range plans of organizing the research expedition, did 
not hear about Arigo’s being jailed until he had been 
there for several months. Belk immediately wrote the 
Brazilian consul in New York and offered to pay all ex- 
penses to fly Arigo to the United States, where a study 
would be made. His request was of course refused. 

Dr. Puharich and his associates. Intent on preserving 
the possibility of studying one of the most convincing 
medical phenomena yet encountered, were concerned. The 
group sent their attorney to Brazil to double-check on 
Arigo’s availability for research under the new conditions. 
Sidney Krystal, the attorney, found the outlook dismal. 
Arigo told him that any attention from American doctors 
at this point might aggravate the situation and create 
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strenuous protests on the part of the Brazilian Medical 
Society. Arigo still felt confident that he would be released, 
however. Thousands of letters and telegrams were being 
sent on his behalf to President Castelo Branco, many of 
them from prominent government officials. If he were 
freed, Arigo assured the American lawyer, he would more 
than cooperate in the research. 

Puharich sat down and wrote a long letter to the chief 
justice of the region that included Congonhas do Campo 
and Lafaiete. Judge Filippe Xmmesi had just entered the 
case, and would be the chief factor in determining Arigo’s 
ultimate fate. In sharp contrast to the judges of the lower 
court, Immesi was an intelligent man of wide perspective 
and considerable warmth. Puharich wrote him; 

March 14, 1965 

Your Honor: 

I am taking the liberty of addressing an appeal to 
you on behalf of Jose de Freitas, more popularly 
known as Arigo. Let me introduce myself. I am an 
American physician, and a long-time student of para- 
psychological phenomena. In my own country, I am 
equally known for my espousal of genuine psychics, 
as well as for the exposure of charlatans and frauds. 
With these credentials, I now address myself on be- 
half of Arigo. 

During August of 1963, I spent several weeks 
studying the healing work of Arigo. I observed hun- 
dreds of patients being treated by him, and inter- 
viewed about a hundred of these patients. 

In the first place, I could not find any case in which 
he did any harm to any individual. I also spent some 
time traveling around Brazil trying to find cases in 
which he had been a failure, or could be accused of 
malpractice. I could find no such case. I also wit- 
nessed many positive results of his treatment, both 
with drugs and with surgery. Needless to say I was 
most impressed by the therapeutic benefit that Arigo 
brought to people he treated. I was also impressed by 
the fact that Arigo does not charge any patient for 
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treatment, nor will he accept any gratuity or con- 
tribution from anyone he treats. 

In order to convince myself of the genuineness of 
Arigo’s treatment, I had him operate on a tumor on 
my right forearm. I can affirm that his cutting of my 
flesh was painless, that he excised the tumor skillfully 
in five seconds, and that In spite of not using any 
, antiseptics or antibiotics, my wound healed without 
any sign of pus or infection. This operation was 
reported in the Brazilian press, and shown on motion 
pictures on Brazilian television. My personal expe- 
rience with Arigo, and my observations of many 
patients, convinces me that not only is Arigo’s healing 
intervention safe, but also shows positive therapeutic 
benefits. 

Brazil should be proud that it has an extraordinary 
man like Arigo at work among Its people. I feel that 
his work is so unusual that it deserves intensive scien- 
tific study in the years to come. I shall do everything 
in my power to bring Arigo to the attention of scien- 
tists. I beg your honor to consider his case with com- 
passion and justice in the interests of humanity. 

Sincerely, 

Henry K. Puharich, M.D. 

Judge Felippe Immesi was impressed that a North 
American doctor would make the effort to write on 
Arigo’s behalf, and especially that he had risked an opera- 
tion on his own body. But he knew little about Arigo aside 
from what he had read in the newspapers, and still less 
about the intricacies of the legal case at this point. As a 
newcomer, he was Intrigued with the unusualness and 
subtleties of the process. But it did not take him long to 
realize that Arigo sat on very thin ice as far as the law was 
concerned. 

A panel of five judges was already reviewing the ques- 
tion as to whether Arigo should be provisionally released 
from jail, while Judge Immesi studied the case to deter- 
mine if he should be resentenced. From his preliminary 
study, Immesi knew that he was in for an agonizing and 
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complex decision. On June 24, 1965, seven full months 
after Arigo had entered the jail in Lafaiete, the five-judge 
panel agreed that the Congonhas judges were correct in 
declaring Arigo guilty, but ruled that he should be tem- 
porarily freed while Judge Immesi carried out his extensive 
review. 

The news of his temporary release came almost as an 
anticlimax to Arigo. It was not an occasion for rejoicing, 
because the ax could fall any time in the near future. 
There was no assurance, no security, in a precarious 
release that left this possibility wide open. The respite 
would be welcome, of course. He would be able to be 
home with Arlete and the children, and to breathe the 
aromatic air of his rose garden on his aunt’s farm. Beyond 
that, the suspense would be almost as painful as the pos- 
sible reality of returning to the sweltering jail cell. 

His first days at home were quiet, but both he and 
Arlete knew that the tranquility could not last. As Pres- 
ident Kubitschek had said, Arigo could never be alone 
in Brazil, even if he went to the Amazon jungles. Con- 
vinced that he was doing right, Arigo returned to the 
Spirit Center, where the crowds collected again, just as 
they always had. Everyone knew it; it was no secret. The 
police ignored him as he worked with the new crop of 
patients; the court concentrated on trying to come up 
with a definitive decision that would settle the matter once 
and for all. 

It wasn't long before Judge Immesi realized that he was 
sitting on top of a case that he dreaded to make a deci- 
sion on. The more he learned about Arigo, the more he 
realized that he was dealing with something beyond the 
ken of normal jurisprudence. His reading of the facts con- 
vinced him that this was not a police case. But the law 
was clear. Arigo was wrong. As a judge sworn to uphold 
the law, he would have to condemn Arigo, regardless of 
his own feelings, which had swung widely to sympathy for 
Arigo and his fa m i l y. Arigo emerged from the pages of 
the legal briefs and court records — hundreds of pages in 
thick, bound copies — as a warm and charitable human 
being, a sad and perplexed man, confused by his strange 
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powers, and consciously unable to cope with them and 
the people who sought him out. 

When he first came to the case. Judge Immesi had no 
belief whatever in the scattered reports about Arigo he 
had read in the papers. As a good Catholic, he simply 
could not comprehend the stories that came out of Con- 
gonhaS'do Campo. As he got more and more into the 
case, he realized that he would have to observe Arigo at 
firsthand. Like everybody else, the judge knew that Arigo 
was back at his medical work shortly after he had his 
reprieve from jail. Arigo never tried to sneak his work 
with the ill. Except for the operations, he did it openly. 
And even with his surgical work, he was never that muted. 
He often explained that he didn’t carry on his work in 
opposition to the authorities; he did it because he had no 
other choice. Whatever practices he engaged in now, in the 
interim period between his stay in jail and the ultimate 
decision by Judge Immesi, would make little difference. 
The evidence was already in. Further practice, even sur- 
gery, would simply be more of the same thing. 

Arigo knew that the two men who came into the clinic 
that day were authorities from the law. He did not know 
exactly who they were, but he invited them to come for- 
ward and observe as he went to work. If they were going 
to be there, they should at least have a chance to see that 
he could bring about cures without harm to the patient. 

One of the men was Judge Immesi. The other was a 
district attorney from another part of the region who was 
not involved in Arigo ’s case. One of the first patients to 
reach Arigo’s table was a woman who was nearly blind in 
both eyes from cataracts, a frequent condition that Arigo 
faced because of his reputed expertise in the ophthalmic 
field. He asked the judge to stand by and hold the patient's 
head. The judge felt queasy and awed, but he did so. 

“I saw him pick up what looked like a pair of nail 
scissors,” Judge Immesi described the scene later. “He 
wiped them on his sport shirt, and used no disinfectant 
of any kind. Then I saw him cut straight into the cornea 
of the patient’s eye. She did not blench, although she was 
fully conscious. The cataract was out in a matter of sec- 
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onds. The district attorney and I were speechless, amazed. 
Then Arigo said some kind of prayer, as he held a piece 
of cotton in his hand. A few drops of a liquid suddenly 
appeared on the cotton, and he wiped the woman’s eye 
with it. We saw this at close range. She was cured.” 

After the operation, Arigo smiled at the judge. “It is not 
I who do this, you understand. It is Dr. Fritz.” 

The judge and the district attorney from Belo Horizonte 
returned to Arigo’s clinic several times. “I went there to 
convince myself that what I was seeing was true,” Judge 
Immesi said. “I have great difficulty in believing anything 
like this. In spite of his bizarre explanation of Dr. Fritz, 
Arigo was a tough, hard realist, which he combined with 
a paradoxical sensitivity. From what I learned in studying 
the case, he was far from being a saint, and at times un- 
believably crude. For anyone brought up in a puritan 
tradition, this was hard to justify in a man who had special 
powers, as Arigo did. I watched him treat two hundred 
people in less than two hours. He would take seconds to 
prescribe, and the diagnoses were immediate, without ask- 
ing questions. I had to check all this personally. 1 had to 
study this man whom I would have to decide the fate 
of.” 

The results of his close observations over a period of 
time made Judge Immesi realize that the case simply could 
not be judged in conventional terms. He made it a point 
to keep his personal feelings from dominating his role as a 
judge, although he admitted to himself that this was hard 
to do. If it was within his power, he would have ordered 
Arigo to undergo an intensive scientific study by a univer- 
sity, because he was now convinced that Arigo was per- 
haps the wonder of the century. But this step was not 
within his realm under the Brazilian law. He would have 
to find other ways. 

Judge Immesi pored over the testimony day and night, 
in the hope that he could combine technical justice with 
justice of a higher order. He gave particular attention to 
the medical testimony of the doctors who certified, with 
before-and-after documentation, cures that Arigo had 
achieved in the face of ominous prognoses from the con- 
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ventional medical point of view. The judge took into ac- 
count the advances made by parapsychology, as faltering 
as those steps were, in spite of recent recognition by the 
American Association for the Advancement of Science. 
He analyzed the attitude of the Catholic Church, noting 
that parapsychology was becoming acceptable to the 
Church’s tenets. He studied the works of Padre Oscar 
Gonsalez Quededo, a priest who was considered among 
the best parapsychologists in Latin America. The padre 
had stated openly that Arigo held the highest rank among 
all the healers on the continent. He reviewed the tolerant 
and interested attitude of William James, Gardner Murphy 
(of the Menninger Foundation in Kansas), and others to- 
ward the unexplored potential of the human mind in the 
paranormal area. 

His thinking boiled down to this: Arigo was doing a 
job that he was not entitled to do. He was practicing 
medicine, and he was not a doctor. But at the same time, 
he was definitely not a criminal, as the harsh charge of 
witchcraft suggested. Arigo’s crime, if that was the word 
for it, was not against the public, but against the structure 
of legal medicine. The public had not been harmed. There 
had been no witnesses to testify to that, even among the 
hundreds of thousands whom Arigo had treated. Nor were 
there any among his most intense adversaries who claimed 
that he had harmed anyone. The public had not even been 
bilked; no one could testify Arigo had charged a penny. 

There was no question that he would have to condemn 
Arigo, to send him back to jail, much as he hated to do it. 
If Judge Immesi did not condemn him, he would be a 
legal heretic, a position that no responsible judge could 
afford to hold. 

The law was brutally cut-and-dried, exacting and spe- 
cific. Judge Immesi would have to follow it, regardless of 
his leanings. Yet being the first judge who had done com- 
prehensive field research on Arigo (Judge Barros was said 
to have read the testimony in one day and then made his 
decision), Immesi felt that in the broadest possible sense, 
Arigo was innocent. 

As a result, Judge Immesi went through what he called 
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“procedural calisthenics” to try to reach the fairest pos- 
sible answer to an unanswerable problem. Since there was 
no choice but to condemn Arigo again, the judge sought 
ways to reduce the sentence and make it as light as pos- 
sible. The first thing to consider was the public prosecu- 
tor's charge of curandeirismo . 

Immesi was convinced that this was unfair in the light 
of both Arigo' s character and practice. Arigo never used 
any ritual whatever, never practiced any of the mumbo- 
jumbo of primitive rites, said only simple prayers of the 
conventional Christian category, and these he said half to 
himself. The judge's brief but intensive study of Arigo at 
work had affected him strongly. “It gave me another 
vision of life,” he said. “Very subtly, it seemed to validate 
the very essence of the Christian belief— the belief in life 
after death. If the existence of Dr. Fritz — whether real or 
illusory— were postulated as the root cause of Arigo’s ob- 
jective and verifiable miracles, I felt it did not conflict with 
the Christian ideal. In fact, it supported it. Arigo was not 
working against the Christian ethic.” 

Judge Immesi recalled watching Arigo perform an eye 
operation in which he extruded the eye visibly out of its 
socket with his kitchen-knife leverage. Medically, this was 
impossible without pain. How could Arigo do this? He 
recalled another operation during which he stood directly 
next to the patient. The incision started to bleed profusely. 
Arigo put his finger directly on the wound and said: 
“Jesus does not want this to bleed.” The bleeding stopped. 
It was so unbelievable that the judge and the district at- 
torney had to confirm it with each other. 

Immesi searched the archives of Brazilian law on the 
subject of witchcraft. He turned to a favorite jurist of his, 
a former judge named Nelson Hungria, who was known 
as the “prince of penal jurists” in Brazil. It was Hungria 
who, in a famous decision, had determined that to reach a 
finding of witchcraft, the defendant must be found guilty 
of not only prescribing herbs and roots, but of personally 
concocting and dispensing them to the patient. 

Arigo of course was not doing this, with his use of 
modern pharmaceuticals. This might be malpractice, but 
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it certainly wasn’t witchcraft. Because of this, Immesi 
found that he could, with full legal justification, shift the 
charge from a crime against the public to a crime against 
the public administration, bearing a far lighter sentence. 

Further, the evidence showed clearly that Arigo had 
never harmed anyone, and the Brazilian Penal Code 
stated that there cannot be a crime without harm, injury, 
or damage. The only party, therefore, who could claim to 
be injured was again the public administration, specifically 
the office that grants licenses to doctors for the practice 
of medicine. This too would shift the case from a crime 
against the public to a charge of contravention, with an 
appropriate reduction in the severity of the sentence. The 
main thrust of the Judge’s thinking was that the only thing 
harmed was the medical profession. 

When Judge Immesi sat down to write his opinion, he 
felt deep sorrow that he would have to return Arigo to 
jail. “I have to admit,” he said, “that I felt just a little like 
a judge who handled a case about two thousand years 
ago, and I didn’t like it at all. I had spent hours, days, 
and weeks trying to |ind a way I could free this enigmatic 
man, who should have been placed in a university for 
serious study. I was doing the best I could for Arigo, I 
knew that. It was tragic to separate him from his family 
again, to see him go back in that jail. 5 ’ 

The only bright spot was that Immesi was able to 
reduce the sentence to only two months more of incarcera- 
tion, whereas Arigo would have been facing nine more 
months under the witchcraft charge. 

The judge signed the papers with great reluctance. On 
August 20, 1965, Arigo drove himself to Lafaiete, entered 
his waiting cell, and began more months of prison life. 

Meanwhile, the Federal Supreme Court continued to 
review the case, on Judge Immesfs urging. There had been 
many irregularities in the prosecution, many oversights. In 
a strange about-face, Prosecutor da Paula recommended 
that the sentence be canceled. The court finally voted 
unanimously that the charges against Arigo should be 
dropped. He was freed from prison on November 8, 1965. 

The rejoicing was again overwhelming. The warden and 
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the guards embraced him. Many of hii fellow prisoners 
cried. Several thousand gathered outside his cell to greet 
him on his release. Arlete was waiting for him, with all the 
boys. Arigo was crying openly. He waved to the caravan 
of cars that had come to greet him on the Rio-Belo 
Horizonte road. Newsmen’s flashbulbs were popping like 
fireworks. 

He arrived home, went to the refrigerator, took out a 
piece of meat, and called his dog Tostao over to his 
favorite chair. He was home again, this time without the 
immediate threat of a new jailing. 

Where the future would lead was uncertain. By the next 
morning, they were lining up outside the Spirit Center 
again, as if nothing had happened over the past year. 
Rising early, Arigo went out the door, walked down the 
cobblestones in his muddy shoes, and into the clinic. He 
went into his small inner room for meditation, then came 
out again, his deep eyes glazed and his voice thick with a 
German accent. 

Arigo was back, and the hopes of thousands of sick 
were rising. How long it would last was anybody’s guess. 


With Arigo released, Dr. Puharich and his group of Amer- 
ican scientists renewed their efforts for the research ex- 
pedition to Brazil. They would still have to move 
cautiously to avoid drawing inordinate attention to Arigo ’s 
fresh start at his practice. Several preliminary probes were 
made by Puharich, including continual contact with many 
Brazilian physicians who were sympathetic to Arigo and 
wanted the extra support of North American research. 

On learning that former President Juscelino Kubi- 
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tschek was living in New York, out of favor with Brazil’s 
new regime of President Castelo Branco, Dr. Puharich and 
Maria Treen, an interpreter, visited him at his office on 
East 57th Street, in Manhattan. They were interested in 
any authoritative information he could give them. Kubi- 
tschek greeted them cordially, and confirmed his friend- 
ship and experiences with Arigo. He told them that he 
would never have pardoned Arigo if he had not had 
firsthand knowledge of his healing powers or if he had had 
any information that Arigo had ever harmed anyone. He 
felt that a full-scale medical research program on Arigo 
was not only desirable, but urgent. 

Encouraged by this verification from a Brazilian who 
was both a doctor and a statesman, the Medical Commis- 
sion on Arigo, as the group within Essentia Research As- 
sociates was named, contacted several Brazilian doctors as 
to the best method of approach and the timing of the ex- 
pedition. The Brazilian doctors suggested holding off until 
they had explored the conditions of Arigo’s work, now 
that he had been freed from his legal troubles. 

By July 1966, some eight months after Arigo had been 
released from jail, the doctors in Brazil advised that Arigo 
was back at his usual routine and that he would do every- 
thing possible to cooperate with the American researchers. 
Arigo had suggested, however, that Puharich come alone 
for a preliminary survey, as inconspicuously as possible, to 
avoid arousing the hostility of the medical society. 

Puharich arrived in Congonhas do Campo during the 
first week in August, 1966. With him was his research as- 
sistant, Solveig Clark, a fair, tall, slender, and efficient 
American woman of Norwegian extraction. The immediate 
job at hand was to quietly explore just one factor of 
Arigo’s skill: his ability to diagnose disease. This study 
would attract the least attention on the part of the anti- 
Arigo faction of the medical society, and provide essential 
groundwork for the fully equipped scientific team that was 
to arrive later. 

It was the first visit to Brazil for Solveig Clark, and she 
was captivated by the charm of Congonhas. She sat with 
Puharich in the small cafe at lunchtime, waiting for 
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Arigo’s inevitable appearance on the Rua Marechal Flori- 
ano, on his way to the clinic. 

“You can sit here,” Puharich told her, “and let the 
town come to you.” 

Rut from her view of the street outside Arigo’s clinic, it 
looked as if the world were coming to Congonhas. Several 
chartered buses were parked down the street from the 
clinic; the people were waiting patiently on the sidewalk, 
ignoring the hot sun, wearing a motley variety of clothes, 
from elegant to tattered, and at times looking anxiously 
around the comer for Arigo to appear. 

It wasn’t long before a battered truck swung around the 
comer and into the carport of the Hotel Freitas. It nar- 
rowly missed a post as it screeched to a halt. A powerful, 
thick-set figure jumped out, who Solveig knew immediate- 
ly was Arigo. Buoyantly, he bounced across the street to- 
ward the cafe. He was wearing his usual sport shirt, collar 
open, and a dusty pair of slacks. He looked as if he were 
on the opposite end of the spectrum from a mystic. Sol- 
veig was most impressed with his eyes, however. They 
were warm and deep, and seemed to have great command. 

He shouted a loud hello to Puharich, then embraced 
him warmly. Together, Arigo and the two visitors crossed 
the street and went into the clinic. Within moments, Arigo 
was at work. 

By the next morning, Solveig and Puharich were ready 
to begin their study on Arigo’s method of diagnosis. They 
found a young Peace Corps girl who was willing to in- 
terpret for them, although she later became so awed by 
watching Arigo at work that she would often forget to 
translate. 

Solveign’s organizational ability was legend, and she 
immediately put it to work. The plan that was worked out 
was simple. Arigo agreed to give an immediate verbal 
diagnosis for each patient, as he stepped up. He would 
ask no questions of the patent at all. Arigo’s diagnosis 
would be tape-recorded. Solveig would then interview the 
patient to find out if he had brought medical records from 
his own physician. This diagnosis would be matched 
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against Arigo’s. If there was a difference of opinion be- 
tween the two, the diagnosis of the physician would be 
accepted over Arigo’s. This admitted bias was used only 
because it was impossible to reexamine the patient. 

Puharich and Solveig worked three full days beside 
Arigo. They took the first thousand patients as a sample 
base for the preliminary study. 

It was recognized that this would not be a definitive 
study, but the result would be invaluable in assessing 
the potential for success of the full research team. After 
the third day, Puharich and Solveig went over the records 
and summarized the results. They were impressive: 

Preliminary Study 
Diagnostic Capacity of Jose Arigo 
Congonhas do Campo, Brazil 
August 2, 3, 4, 1966 


Cases diagnosed by Arigo 

1,000 

Cases rejected by Arigo: 


ordered back to own physician 

35 

Final sample base, cases 

965 

Number of patients with medical 


records out of above 

545 

Cases rejected due to lack of 


medical records 

420 

Sample total 

965 

Correct match between Arigo’s 


diagnosis and physician s 

518 

Disagreement between Arigo s 


diagnosis and physician’s 

27 

Valid sample 

545 


Percentage of diagnoses made by 
Arigo that matched diagnoses 
of physicians 96% 
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Beyond the diagnoses, the unorthodox pharmacology 
continued to defy rational analysis, yet a follow-up on 
several cases showed measurable success. One example 
was a forty-two-year-old American woman, the wife of a 
successful lawyer, who had been plagued for most of her 
life with various allergies that were believed to trigger 
severe migraine-like headaches. After consulting special- 
ists in both the United States and Europe, the couple flew 
to Brazil in desperation to see Arigo. The course of drugs 
prescribed was, as usual, medically irrational. It included 
an obsolete form of streptomycin known as Garomicina; 
the rarefy used German drug Olobintine, supposed to in- 
crease biological defense mechanisms; a Brazilian anti- 
allergy drug known as Piro-vac; an enzyme preparation 
called Pankreon; an antacid, Alcalitrat; and massive doses 
of vitamin B 12 . 

Puharicl was later able to follow up on the case back 
In the United States. There were no adverse reactions from 
the drugs although this would seem highly likely in the 
quantities prescribed, which were large. The course was 
continued for over two months, during which time the 
migraine headaches subsided for the first time ivt over 
twenty years. Mild attacks would occur at rare instances 
after that, but were insignificant compared to the former 
intensity of the attacks. Within six months, the attacks 
had completely disappeared. 

Puharich summarized in his report: “It is reasonable to 
conclude that Arigo has paranormal medical diagnostic 
talent. ’ Admittedly, over 95 percent was an outstanding 
accomplishment, but it still failed to explain how or why 
Arigo was able to do all this. Further, it was obvious that 
when the American team arrived, they would want to add 
their own diagnoses to this record where possible, in 
order to establish further verification. 

In the course of his routine, Arigo treated several 
ophthalmic cases. Puharich, along with everyone who saw 
it, could never get used to this part of Arigo’s technique. 
Regardless of how many times he watched Arigo plunge 
the knife up into the sinus cavity or behind the eyeball, 
he could not conceive how a conscious patient could stand 
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the pain or overcome the fear. The cases where Arigo 
would leave the knife sticking out of the eye while he 
turned to pick up some cotton or another instrument were 
particularly graphic. The patient Puharich had seen on his 
previous trip, who had brushed away a fly from his cheek 
while his eye was extruded from the socket, had remained 
in his mind all during the time he was back in the States. 

When Puharich was least expecting it, Arigo turned to 
him while he was stirring a knife blade in a patient’s eye 
and said: “Every good American doctor should be able to 
do the same thing.” He was continuing to manipulate the 
blade mercilessly. “Here,” he said to Puharich, “take hold 
of the knife yourself.” 

Before Puharich was hardly aware of it, Arigo had 
grabbed his hand roughly and squeezed it around the 
knife handle. Puharich felt weak and faint. He took his 
hand away. Arigo pressed it back on the knife handle 
again, this time forcing Puharich to shove the knife in to 
the limit. Puharich was horrified. But he noticed one 
thing: there seemed to be some kind of repellent force 
that inexplicably worked for Arigo but for no one else 
when it came to this maneuver — except when Arigo guided 
his hand. 

At dinner at Arigo’s house, they found him relaxed and 
voluble. The change from the stem and brusque manner 
at the clinic was marked. Arigo joked with Arlete, played 
with his cats, rough-housed with his sons. It was hard to 
believe he was the same person they had been studying 
clinically all day. 

Puharich was determined to find out how Arigo was 
able to give his diagnoses in modem medical terminology. 
Even though Arigo had stated the condition of the patients 
in Portuguese, the tapes were easily translatable into 
articulate medical terms. Dr. Mauro Godoy had been on 
hand to help in this regard, and continued to help at 
dinner. 

“How are you able to know modem medical terminol- 
ogy in such detail if you haven’t studied it? Puharich 
asked. 

Through Dr. Godoy as interpreter, Arigo laughed and 
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replied: “That’s the easiest thing to do. I just listen to 
what the voice tells me, and I repeat it.” 

“What voice are you talking about?” Puharich assumed 
that the answer would be the alleged Dr. Fritz. But he 
wanted to hear Arigo’s own response. 

“It’s the voice of Dr. Fritz,” Arigo confirmed. “I always 
hear it in my left ear. If the people in the room are making 
too much noise, I can’t hear the voice. So I shut them 
up.” 

“Does the voice speak to you in German or Portu- 
guese?” Puharich asked. 

I always hear it ac Portuguese,” Arigo said. “I don’t 
know German. If someone who is curious wants to talk in 
German to Dr. Fritz, I simply mimic what Dr. Fritz is 
saying to me. But I don’t understand what I am saying.” 
Do you understand the medical words?” Puharich 
asked. 

“No, Arigo said. “I just repeat what I hear.” 

At the end of the conversation, an easily grasped ex- 
planation was as far away as ever. There was only one 
pragmatic thing to go on. That was to analyze the massive 
statistical evidence of accurate medical diagnoses. This 
much could be checked, although it still left many tan- 
talizing questions. 

On the long, eleven-hour flight back to New York from 
Rio — one of Pan Am’s longest legs — Puharich had plenty 
of time to mull over the visit. He had studied German for 
six years in high school and at Northwestern, and although 
he was extremely rusty in the language, he was not too 
impressed with the few phrases that Arigo threw out from 
time to time during his work. Others, however, who had 
made it a point to check Arigo’s capacity in the language, 
found that his use of it was more than acceptable. 

Arigo had seemed bored when Puharich pressed him 
about the language syndrome. Puharich didn’t follow up 
at the time, because the main basic questions were: Could 
Arigo diagnose accurately without even examining the 
patient? Could he actually heal? Everything else was 
peripheral. 
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The whole question of the possibility of a deceased 
personality possessing the motor-sensory equipment of a 
living being was almost totally unexplored in modern psy- 
chology. Parapsychologists had done intensive study on 
mediums, with some evidence — but not proof- — that 
pointed to the legitimacy of certain mediums as channels - 
for communication with discarnate personalities. But the 
research was spotty and difficult to carry out in the lab- 
oratory. It could not, however, be totally ignored, especial- 
ly in a case such as Arigo’s, which defied any conventional 
explanation. 

Whether new explorations into the area, attempting to 
forge some of the instinctual prowess of primitive med- 
icine men with the discipline of modern science, would shed 
more light on the matter was unpredictable. On the 
other hand, before Freud there had been no such concepts 
as the id and superego — except in ancient mythology. Was 
Arigo a symbolic expression of bypassed ancient lore? 

In Brazil, the possibility of possession— for better or 
for worse — is taken almost as a matter of course in all 
levels of society. The Brazilians have a tendency to accept 
such a potential phenomenon as part of the culture, and 
therefore it becomes in their eyes either a literal or 
metaphoric truth. 

Puharich reasoned that the human mind is built like a 
filter. It is constantly focusing on certain subjects, con- 
stantly filtering out others. It has to do this or, like a 
computer, it would be overcome with random information 
bits of no cohesive value. In Brazil, where many minds 
permit the concept of possession to filter through, it is 
therefore culturally acceptable at least to consider such a 
phenomenon as a viable postulate. 

A reflection of the easy acceptance of this idea is shown 
in a routine Brazilian school English examination labeled 
“Proficiency One Comprehension and Composition,” 
which reprints an article by John Francis-Phipps that ap- 
peared in the British publication The New Statesman . 
The article concerns a healer in Brazil and a festival in his 
honor. It begins: “Sometimes bizarre things happen to be 
true, and are therefore worth investigating . . 


ARIGO: Surgeon of the Rusty Knife 173 

The questions at the end of the examination reflect the 
atmosphere in which the student is brought up. They 
Include: 

a Do you believe these cures took place?” 

“What is your explanation for them?” 

Are modem medicine and this kind of healing neces- 
sarily in conflict?” 

s What is this 'metaphysical cocktail’ the writer men- 
tions?” 

"Describe experiences you know about Umbanda.” 

“The writer mentions that socially and racially, the 
human friendliness and equality were taken for granted. Is 
this typical of Brazil?” 

Young Brazilian minds, like those of their elders, are 
more conditioned to accept this sort of possibility than 
an American or a European would. But in Arigo’s case, 
this cultural difference mattered little. His material accom- 
plishments were fully obvious and observable to either 
foreign or domestic minds. 

Anyone studying him could only go so far in rational 
judgment. When the full medical expedition came down 
to Brazil, it would be important to focus only on those 
verifiable facets of Arigo: the diagnostic ability; the suc- 
cessful treatment of incurable diseases by unconventional 
pharmacology; the ability to perform surgery without 
anesthesia, antisepsis, or hemostasis — the tying off of 
blood vessels. These objectives alone created a formidable 
challenge. 

Back in New York, the elaborate plans for the expedi- 
tion finally began to jell. There would be six medical mem- 
bers of the commission heading up the research. These 
would include William Brewster, M.D., senior research 
scientist at the New York University School of Medicine; 
Luis Cortes, assistant research scientist at the same school; 
Walter Pahnke, M.D., chief research psychiatrist at the 
Maryland Psychiatric Research Center; Robert S. Shaw, 
M.D., associate visiting surgeon, Massachusetts General 
Hospital; and Henry Puharich, M.D., who currently was 
heading up medical research for the Intelectron Corpora- 
tion of New York City, the medical-instrument developer 
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and manufacturer. None of the commission members 
would be making the journey in an official capacity for the 
organization he worked with. 

The immediate goal would be the scientific rationaliza- 
tion of the phenomena of Arigo as they were directly ob- 
served by the group. Since the preliminary investigations 
had firmly indicated that there was validity to the claims 
made for Arigo’s work, it would be up :o the team to try 
to confirm this objectively by instrument and examination. 

If the biophysical investigation accomplished this, an 
important vacuum in modern medical knowledge could be 
filled. Paramount in the plans was the study of those 
aspects of Arigo’s work which could be explained and re- 
lated to accepted modern medical theory and practice. 
These aspects would be clearly separated from those of 
Arigo s work which could not be explained by any known 
theory or practice in modem medicine. 

The obscure and more occult phase would have to have 
special attention, but since it was in unknown waters, it 
would not have priority. The “voice” that told Arigo his 
amazingly correct diagnoses would be considered, but the 
statistics on the actual diagnoses and treatment would 
come first. 

The research problem to be considered eventually would 
be trying to identify the nature of the “Dr. Fritz” intelli- 
gence. Was it a creative process, similar to a composer 
hearing the music he is about to create and score? Was it 
simply a form of articulating Arigo’s unconscious thoughts? 
Or was it a paranormal manifestation of a source of intelli- 
gence outside Arigo’s personal memory and experience, 
which he called Dr. Fritz? 

Arigo’s knowledgeable utilization of a broad spectrum 
of pharmaceutical drugs was another tough nut to crack. 
How was he able to achieve successes with irrational com- 
binations of drugs for diseases that were not clinically re- 
sponsive to these drugs? Arigo had, for instance, brought 
about medically confirmed, five-year cures of leukemia 
with readily available commercial drugs. Why couldn’t 
other doctors do the same thing? Even when they dupli- 
cated Arigo’s prescriptions, the drugs failed to work. What 
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was the boundary line between the known and the un- 
known elements of Arigo’s practice? Was the prescription 
itself only part of the picture, with Arigo’s own proclivities 
a vitally necessary adjunct to the total effect? 

Even though Arigo’s surgery could be easily studied and 
photographed at close quarters, and the patients objec- 
tively examined and tested before and afterward, how 
could these unusual procedures and end results be ac- 
counted for? 

Further, how could Arigo locate unseen, deep-seated 
lesions without diagnosis, X rays, or examination before- 
hand? Even though his surgical procedure was readily ob- 
servable, and pathological tests could confirm the condi- 
tion, how could he get away with neglecting to tie off 
blood vessels or use sutures? Why wasn’t there post- 
operative bleeding? Why was there no apparent surgical 
shock? How could a patient walk out of a room, un- 
assisted, immediately after major surgery? 

And how could Arigo himself physically withstand the 
ardors of treating some 1,500 patients a week, without full 
assistance and without periodic rest periods? 

The American doctors would have their hands full even 
attempting to answer these and other questions. To back 
up the staff, other specialists joined the team. They in- 
cluded Cesar Yazigi, a professor of Portuguese on the staff 
at NYU, and Ms wife; Edward Hall, of New York, an 
experienced film-maker; and Paul Jones, a still-camera 
specialist. Medical records would be handled by Mrs. 
Edward Hall, and audio recording by John Laurance, who 
would combine his advanced engineering and scientific 
background in the NASA space program with his wide 
studies of parapsychology throughout all of Brazil. 

The equipment to be brought to Brazil was complex and 
extensive. It would include a Nagra tape recorder, with a 
recharger and mike, along with five Norelco cassette re- 
corders. Other audio-visual equipment included a black- 
and-white film processing kit; two Sunguns for battery- 
operated camera lighting; a 16mm Eclair camera with 
three 400-foot magazines; five Instamatics; a Spectra ex- 
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posure meter; an Auto Micro-Nikkor 55mm f 3.5 close- 
up lens; a 200mm f 5.6 medical Auto-Nikkor lens; and X- 
ray copy attachments. 

Other cameras included a Nikon F, 55mm f 1.2 pho- 
tomic; a Honeywell Super-8 movie camera; a 35mm 
Pent ax; a 35 mm Canon; a Hasselblad 500; a Polaroid; a 
16mm Bolex; a Nizo Super-8; and a Fairchild cinephonic 
8 . 

The medical equipment of course was far from slighted. 
The team would be bringing a portable X-ray machine, a 
portable EKG, a portable EEG, bacteriological slides, 
stains, and cultures, an X-ray viewing box, blood-typing 
equipment, Formalin jars for specimens, blood-staining and 
white-cell-count equipment, and a microscope. Added to 
this were five thousand printed medical-history and exam- 
ination forms for the patients, and an equal number of 
forms for Arigo. A special Minox microfilm camera and 
accessories were added to photograph the medical records. 
Everything was included to make the survey as compre- 
hensive as possible. 

Most of the coordination for the expedition fell on 
Solveig Clark’s shoulders. Nearly all the members of the 
group took night courses in Portuguese at New York Uni- 
versity, cramming in as much information on and practice 
in the language as they could in a limited time. Much at- 
tention was given to contingencies and exacting minutiae. 
One concern was what the reaction of the Brazilian legal 
and law-enforcement agencies would be. 

Confirmation had already been obtained that Arigo 
would fully cooperate with the scientific investigation. He 
had again assured the group that he would demonstrate 
his surgical technique in selected cases in his own clinic, 
and that he would guide the scientific team to former 
patients and doctors who had worked with him. He would 
also grant interviews about his ideas and the modus 
operandi of his healing art. In addition he would assist in 
the inquiry as to the sources of his information. Further, 
he would reluctantly consider the idea of coming to the 
United States for a full investigation of his healing practice 
there. All the practical arrangements had been made. 
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There were of course imponderables. The chief threat 
was the resentment of the official Brazilian Medical 
Society, still stung and sullen about what it felt was the 
laxity of the courts. This problem would somehow have 
to be met and solved as best as possible. There was an 
implicit slur in the very fact that foreign doctors were 
taking over a job that many felt the society itself should 
be doing. Some of its most prominent members felt that 
way. 

The most important factor was obvious: the United 
States team should try to make itself inconspicuous. The 
mere mechanics and logistics of the research made it im- 
perative that conditions in the clinic remain as normal as 
possible. This was going to be a difficult job with over a 
dozen North Americans descending on the small town of 
Congonhas do Campo. The presence of so many research- 
ers and their equipment in the crowded clinic would be 
bound to present problems. 

• One difficulty with any research work is that often the 
observer and his instruments disturb the observed, whether 
the subject is electrons or people, his would have to be 
circumvented. Another difficult condition arose from the 
fact that Arigo was enjoined from doing major surgery 
as a condition of his release from jail. 

There was also the cultural shock for those of the re- 
searchers who had never been to Brazil before, who had 
not been exposed to the Kardecist philosophy or the wide- 
spread belief in spiritism throughout the country. Except 
for Puharich and John Laurance, who had studied the 
subject, only a few of the group knew any details about 
psychic healing. 

Two reputable psychic healers, Dr. and Mrs. Ambrose 
Worrall, came up from Baltimore to address the research- 
ers several times on their well-documented, cautiously 
practiced healing work that had accomplished much in 
the field. Worrall, a highly successful engineer in industry, 
devoted all his spare time to the art of healing, either by 
absent healing or touch, but not with surgery. Both lie and 
his wife were a far cry from the spook- and-kook depart- 
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ment that throws up so much static in this field that ra- 
tional minds hesitate to explore it. 

By May 1968, the expedition was ready. A strategic de- 
cision was made to split the team up, to stagger both the 
dates and places of arrival so that the ubiquitous Brazilian 
press could be avoided. This strategy was of the utmost 
importance. Brazilian journalists can be so overebullient 
that then enthusiasm wipes out reason. Blazing headlines 
were the last thing the American group wanted. Nor did 
Arigo. His interest was in scientifically redeeming himself 
after the brutal punishment he had been through at the 
hands of the prosecutor and the state medical society. A 
sound and solid research program would help wipe away 
the stigma that had been forced on him. In spite of his 
lack of formal schooling, Arigo was an intelligent and 
rational man. He was also a good politician. 

Some of the research group booked flights to Rio on 
Pan Am. Others caine in on Varig Airlines to Sao Paulo. 
Still others came down on the flight to Brasilia, and 
changed airlines. Up to this point, the strategy worked 
well. No press was on hand, and the group quietly reas- 
sembled at Congonhas do Campo in the middle of May. 
To further avoid drawing attention, they rented a ranch 
outside Congonhas in an attempt to reduce the inevitable 
gossip in the town, which would attract journalists like 
the vultures in the river. 

In spite of attempts to keep things simple, the arrange- 
ments turned out to be elaborate. It was necessary to tap 
k the outside poles for power, both for the X-ray machine 
and the floodlights that were needed for filming. There was 
no good vantage point for the camera to photograph Arigo 
at work, and it was necessary to break through a hole in 
the wall that divided Arigo’s work room from another 
small, unused one. It took two Ml days to prepare and 
Test the equipment, but it was a necessary step. 

The appearance of so many strangers in town— those 
who were not patients of Arigo — drew a great deal of at- 
tention. Crowds gathered simply to watch the process of 
tapping into the power lines. It was not a good omen. 
Sooner or later the press would be bound to be attracted, 
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and the glare of publicity would measurably reduce the ef- 
fectiveness of the survey. 

Solveig Clark, as the coordinator of the project, re- 
mained cool and unruffled. She arranged the medical- 
report forms, set up the routine of the process that would 
be followed, planned the flow of patients, and saw that 
each participant was supplied with exactly what he needed 
to do his job. 

Patients were to be divided into three groups. For the 
first group, they would screen out a small number of pa- 
tients who had classical and clearly identifiable symptoms. 
These would be determined by a thorough examination of 
Arigo’s diagnosis and therapy. 

The second group would consist of those who had seen 
Arigo prior to the arrival of the scientists. The effective- 
ness of Arigo’s treatment of them would be measured in 
line with the diagnoses provided by the registered physi- 
cians who had referred these cases to Arigo. 

The remaining patients would be taken from the other 
groups, where cooperation could be obtained from the re- 
ferring physician for a long-term follow-up of Arigo's 
success or failure. In this way, it was hoped to determine 
whether Arigo’s treatments were transient, palliative, or 
permanent. 

The surgical studies would be most intense, to deter- 
mine the response of patients in the total absence of anes- 
thesia. Patients would be examined before, during, and 
after surgery. They would be checked by electroencephalo- 
graph, electrocardiograph, and an instrument known as a 
finger piethysmograph, which measures changes in the vol- 
ume of blood flowing through a single finger. Blood pres- 
sure and respiration rate would be charted. In this way, 
the presence or absence of the appropriate autonomic 
nervous system response to the surgery could be deter- 
mined. 

Other tests would be applied to the surgical patients 
simultaneously. Their psychomotor performance and capa- 
bility would be continuously analyzed during the operation 
with specific tests, such as recent and long-term memory 
tests, audio-visual response, and deep and superficial reflex 


1 80 ARIGO : Surgeon of the Rusty Knife 

changes. Immediately after an operation, the patient would 
be observed for possible amnesia. This observation could 
check whether or not some type of hypnosis had been un- 
knowingly utilized by Arigo. Films would be made of the 
surgery procedure, with oscillograph monitoring in real 
time during the operation. 

There were many other considerations. Every specimen 
of tissue removed from a patient would be subjected to 
gross and microscopic pathology studies. Arigo ’s unsterile 
instruments would be cultured before use to determine the 
bacteria counts on the surfaces before he used them. The 
surface area of the patient’s body where the operation 
would be made would also be cultured, since Arigo never 
used any preoperative precautions to sterilize. Careful 
study would be made of incisions, and how they were able 
to remain closed without sutures. Follow-up plans of the 
surgical patients were included. 

As the research procedure began, attention was first 
turned to the study of Arigo himself. Was there anything 
about his physiological makeup that enabled him to ac- 
complish what he did? Arigo, with the body of a sumo 
wrestler, was an active man whose brute strength and 
earthiness belied his inner sensitivity. He was as puzzled 
about his powers as the doctors who examined him. There 
was little evidence of his spiritual and lofty qualities most 
of the time. 

He cooperated completely as the American medical 
staff wired him with the awkward and intricate EEG elec- 
trodes. He seemed eager for any practical test of his abil- 
ity. After a complete physical, the doctors could find no 
unusual powers or anomalies. He could not control his 
brain waves, his blood pressure, or his body temperature — 
or any other physiological variables that have been de- 
scribed in some autogenic processes, including the practice 
of Yoga. The only thing discovered was that he had a 
slight heart condition that did not seem serious or threat- 
ening. Aside from that, he was normal and healthy. 

One interesting aspect came out of the questioning 
during Arigo’s examination. He revealed that he was never 
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able to treat successfully any organic illness of his rela- 
tives. Nor could he treat himself. 

For the beginning of the broad-scale research, a routine 
was set up where Dr. Puharieh sat by Arigo, an interpreter 
beside him. AH the key staff had walkie-talkies for quick 
communication within the center itself. Solveig Clark sat 
with Altimiro, along with photographer Paul Jones, who 
made a microfilm record of both written and typed pre- 
scriptions. Later, package inserts of the pharmaceuticals 
would be gathered and filmed. 

Cameraman Ed Hall was posted in the newly made wall 
opening, opposite Arigo’s table in Ms little room. Anno 
HaU would write up a medical-history card for each pa- 
tient. The other doctors were assigned to pre-treatment 
examination, post-treatment examination, and analysis of 
the medical records that many patients brought with them 
from their own doctors. John Laurance handled the tape 
recording, stationed close to Arig*o, where he could try to 
analyze just what made Arigo tick as far as the mysterious 
Dr. Fritz was concerned. Laurance’s extensive studies in 
parapsychology excited in him an interest in how this par- 
ticular '‘voice” worked to motivate Arigo. The others were 
concentrating on the observable, objective surgery, diag- 
nosis, and treatment. 

Although Laurance was a hard, tough, material scientist 
and researcher in his work with RCA, NASA, and the 
armed forces, he was one of the few scientists who felt that 
material science was approaching a closed frontier, and 
that sooner or later it would have to cross over the thresh- 
old of metaphysics. In his successful career of many 
years, he had dealt with some of the leading scientists of 
the world. 

Much of his work with the space and military programs 
had involved advanced development of electronic sensors 
and photoelectric cells. His accomplishments in this field 
were many, varied, and widely recognized. John Laurance 
had given Arigo a great deal of thought, puzzling over the 
possible mechanics that might be involved in his healing 
success. Laurance had been experimenting with the use of 
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photoelectric cells to measure human auras beyond that of 
infrared, a field that the Russians were quite advanced in. 

Laurance felt that to understand Arigo, it would be 
necessary to join in the phenomenon as much as possible, 
just as some psychiatrists were doing with their schizo- 
phrenic patients. By participating in the fantasies and de- 
lusions of their patients, these psychiatrists had brought 
about marked improvement in some cases. 

Laurance also felt that, with the human mind generally 
operating at less than 10 percent of its capacity, it was 
possible for anyone to extend his sensory perception be- 
yond the normal limits, to a greater or lesser degree. His 
conviction was that it was possible to work in the non- 
material field in the same way as in the material field. 

As he observed Arigo at work from his close vantage 
point, he tried as much as possible to become part of the 
experiment. He studied Arigo as he would an instrument 
that had a broad spectrum of sensors. Arigo’s sensors were 
obviously hooked in deeper than normal to an unknown 
reservoir. When Arigo found something wrong with a pa- 
tient, he sometimes seemed to absorb the ill radiations 
from him. This was evidenced, and had been seen in the 
past, by several cases when Arigo appeared about to 
vomit, or actually did so. 

One man of about forty-five approached Arigo in his 
turn in line. Arigo started to speak to him, then suddenly 
turned to his left and began to vomit. An enormous 
amount of bile gushed to the floor. An assistant came 
quickly over to clean it up. 

Arigo immediately explained to the interpreter that this 
patient was not physically sick at all, but was possessed 
by evil spirits. Arigo insisted that he had taken over the 
spirits, and in doing so, relieved them from the patient. 
Whatever the story was, the patient perked up immedi- 
ately, thanked Arigo fervently, and left the clinic. It was 
a startling, dramatic scene — but one that could not be 
analyzed in any rational way. 

But perhaps this was part of the picture, whether the 
case was physical or psychosomatic. Could Arigo absorb 
the pathological radiations of a patient, and then create an 
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input of additional energy that the patient was lacking? 
When the problem was beyond Arigo’s own energy field, 
was he able to tap a computer-like energy field beyond 
himself, and impute it to the patient? Since all people are 
analogous to a complex series of sensors, the problem was 
to get them to function properly. Whether Dr. Fritz was a 
myth or a paranormal phenomenon, did he act as a com- 
puter feedback to make Arigo’s work effective? With a 
problem as wildly speculative as Arigo, the questions 
posed would have to be speculative, too. 

Arigo seemed to transcend the normal, but Laurance’s 
analysis was that he was merely an extension of normalcy, 
Arigo’s work was, in effect, analogous to acupuncture, in 
that it worked in mysterious, uncharted ways. But it went 
far beyond acupuncture. Because his surveys in parapsy- 
chology convinced him of the legitimacy of reputable 
mediums, Laurance was willing to accept Arigo as an 
extraordinary medium who acted as a middleman to forces 
beyond himself. Since “spirit guides” were a common 
factor among all mediums, where the medium became a 
vessel for a personality of unknown dimensions, could 
Arigo’s Dr. Fritz fit into this pattern? 

The medical team was of course concentrating on the 
technical, material side of the picture. Arigo’s capacity for 
making accurate diagnoses without previous knowledge of 
the patient’s illness and without a physical examination 
was confirmed again as case after case was recorded and 
examined by the American doctors, before and after treat- 
ment by Arigo. A paraplegic arrived in a wheelchair. 
Arigo stated that at the age of fifteen, he had fractured his 
cervical spine, the result of a diving injury. This was con- 
firmed in full detail. 

A woman stepped up to Arigo. After a quick glance at 
her, Arigo told the American^ that they would find her 
blood pressure to be 230 systolic and 140 diastolic. The 
cuff and Tycos instrument readings showed exactly that. 

A man was next in line. He showed symptoms of con- 
gestive heart failure with dyspnea, and a distended external 
jugular vein. Arigo immediately said to the researchers: 
“This man has renal hypertension with a systolic pressure 


184 ARIGO: Surgeon of the Rusty Knife 

of 280.” The post-Arigo examination by the American 
doctors and the history supplied by the man’s own physi- 
cian confirmed that reading and condition. 

The next man spilled out his story to Arigo. He said he 
had Chaga s disease, a common parasitic disease in Brazil. 
Arigo glared at him, then turned to the Americans. “No!” 
he said. “This man has a four-plus Wassermann, and the 
diagnosis is syphilis, not Chaga’s disease.” This was con- 
firmed both by the patient’s medical records and a later 
Wassermann test. It seemed difficult to mislead Arigo. 

What was noteworthy was the exactitude of Arigo’s 
diagnoses. A patient would step up to the table where 
Arigo sat. To the American doctors, and even to the lay- 
man, it might be obvious that there was something wrong 
with the patient s eyes. But Arigo would not merely say 
that the patient had eye trouble. He would say that the 
patient had retinoblastoma, or retinitis pigmentosa, or use 
other modem medical terminology. He would invariably 
be proved correct by the technical follow-up by the Ameri- 
can doctors. 

^The checking of Arigo’s diagnostic ability continued. 
The statistics matched Dr. Puharich’s preliminary survey, 
and continued to hold up as the assembly line pumped by 
Arigo at the rate of one patient a minute. Paul Jones, the 
still photographer, came over to the table to ask Dr. 
Puharich a question. Arigo stopped him by the arm and 
said: “You are taking entirely too much m dicine!” The 
Americans laughed, because they knew Jones carried an 
overabundance of medicine with him. 

Like nearly everyone who saw Arigo, Dr. Pahnke, the 
psychiatrist from Maryland, was interested in the theshold 
of pain when Arigo performed his seemingly brutal eye 
examinations. Hardly anyone seemed to be bothered by 
them, no one reported any pain. Out of dozens of these 
knife-in-the-eye examinations, two of the patients did show 
some sign of fear. It was on a day that Arigo himself 
seemed out of sorts. He had scolded the crowd waiting for 
him when he entered, saying that he would not tolerate 
anyone in the center who made noise or disturbed his 
work. He said he wanted to help all those who needed it, 
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but that those who came merely to watch were not wel- 
come. He said he knew that some of the people there had 
been drinking, and that they ought to return to their bars. 
He added: “I am not a saint. I am unclean and unedu- 
cated. I never called anybody here, and I won’t put up 
with this drinking. Anybody who has been doing this, get 
out!” 

Then he told the people to get in line and Dr. Fritz 
would take care of them. As they filed by, he often cupped 
his ear with his hand, explaining that he was having 
trouble hearing what Dr. Fritz had to say that day. Several 
times, he was heard to mutter: “I am very nervous today. 
Very nervous. And so is heaven.” 

In spite of Arigo ? s occasional mercurial moods, the film- 
ing went well. Making sure there were no reporters or 
police around, Arigo performed several operations for the 
motion picture camera. One difficulty was that the lights 
bothered the patients, and had to be reduced in order to 
make them feel more comfortable. This brought a cor- 
responding reduction in the quality of the film. He did not 
perform any major operations for the camera, but did 
operate on a full spectrum of cataracts, lipomas, sebaceous 
cysts, a gigantic hydrocele, eye probes, and others. The 
legal situation was still hanging fire, and Arigo was obvi- 
ously worried about it. Fortunately, up to this point, the 
press was not in the picture. 

hen the press did arrive, it hit like a tidal wave. It had 
been impossible to keep the survey confidential, of course, 
but none of the American team quite expected what was 
to happen when the flood of reporters stormed into the 
town, including radio, television, and print media. 

All the meticulous, expensive planning of the research 
group was threatened disastrously. If there was one thing 
the American doctors didn’t want, it was publicity. Nor 
did Arigo; nor did the patients. As the reporters and TV 
crews grew to over forty, the entire research project began 
sliding precariously to a halt. 



The moment the press arrived, conditions for a scientific 
study became almost untenable. Everywhere anyone turned, 
a reporter or cameraman was on hand to squeeze out in- 
formation on this first major medical study of Arigo. 
Headlines about Arigo and the North Americans blazed 
all over Brazil. The American doctors, interested only in 
serious medical research, simply could not and would not 
continue the project under such carnival conditions. Arigo 
pleaded with the journalists to refrain from the coverage, 
but to no avail. 

Fuharich called a hurried press conference with the re- 
porters. He explained how publicity at this point would 
be ruinous not only to the expedition, but to Arigo. Many 
patients wanted to remain anonymous, but their pictures 
were being plastered on front pages across the country. 
Because none of the American doctors wanted anything 
but medical-journal exposure later, Puharich would not 
supply the press with any information on the identity of 
the group or on the methods employed. 

All the conference resulted in was the resentment of the 
reporters, who labeled the expedition “the mysterious 
North Americans/ and continued to badger the patients 
for any information they could get from them. 

Arigo refused, of course, to do any further operations 
with the media men around. The patients, not knowing 
whether an interviewer was a reporter or a doctor, balked 
at talking to either. In a strange turnabout, the medical 
society of Minas Gerais issued a statement that the North 
American doctors were engaging in a purely parapsycho- 
logical investigation; that this was praiseworthy; and that 
its own doctors should continue the work after the Ameri- 
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cans had left. This radical change in the outlook of the 
organization brought protests from some of its members, 
but it seemed as if the tide had at last changed. Two Bra- 
zilian members of the society, in fact, arrived to observe 
the American researchers, along with H. V. Walter, the 
British consul, whose interest in gaming a rational ex- 
planation of Arigo never flagged. 

The newspaper story that brought events to a crisis was 
one appearmg on May 27, 1968, in O Dia, a widely circu- 
lated paper in Brazil. The headline to the story was: 
AMERICANS PLANNING TO TAKE THE MEDIUM TO UNITED 

states, public uproar against it. The story went on to 
say that the town of Congonhas do Campo was in an 
uproar with the news that Arigo might accept the invita- 
tion of the North Americans to go to the States for spe- 
cialized research. 

A large crowd gathered at the Spirit Center, and Arigo 
was forced to come out and address them. He assured the 
gathering that he had no intention of leaving Congonhas, 
that he would stay with his people and continue his work. 

This seemed to relieve the pressure on Arigo, but a 
petition was actually introduced in the State Assembly 
that would set up a special commission to 4 ‘defend Arigo 
from the foreigners” and prevent him from leaving the 
country. 

There was no let-np from the pressure of the media group. 
Although considerable data had already been gathered, it 
was still inadequate for a complete study. Yet it was im- 
possible to continue. At a meeting to deal with the prob- 
lem, the consensus was that the only practical thing to do 
was to make a thorough analysis of the material already 
in hand, and to help a team of Brazilian doctors set up a 
similar study that could be done quietly, out of the glaring 
floodlights of publicity. Now that the Minas Gerais Med- 
ical Society seemed to be shifting its position, this plan 
might turn out to be a viable alternative. With doctors in 
residence in Brazil, the privacy of the research would be 
more likely. 

Further, plans were already taking shape under the 
aegis of several Brazilian doctors to build a hospital in 
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Congonhas, where permission would be obtained to have 
Arigo continue his work under the direct supervision of 
the Brazilian medical men. If there had been some way to 
foster this type of project at the time of the first court 
process, perhaps some real clue to Arigo’s rare effective- 
ness would have already been available. 

It was with a great deal of frustration and regret that 
the North American research group closed down their 
project at Congonhas. But there seemed to be no other 
answer. The reporters had even tried to storm Arigo’s 
house. The work could have perhaps continued if the 
situation had not affected Arigo himself so acutely. He 
found it almost impossible to concentrate under the condi- 
tions, and became seriously concerned for the welfare of 
his patients. 

Even with incomplete data, however, considerable in- 
formation could emerge from the analysis of the material. 
There was for instance, the case of a six-year-old girl, 
Maria Cristina Faleiro, of Rua Januaria 304-A, 13, in 
Sao Paulo. Her medical history showed that a diagnosis 
of leukemia was first made by her physician in Sao Paulo 
in March 1968. At this time, her white cell count had 
soared to 75,000, about ten times the count considered 
as normal. The prognosis given by her physician was 
grave. 

The girl had been brought by her parents to Arigo on 
May 20, 1968. She had been given a prescription by him 
at that time, and began taking it on May 22. 

She was ridded with the fatal disease, with the leuk- 
ocytes — -the white blood cells — running out of control, 
and the lymphoid tissue of the glands and bone marrow 
enlarged and proliferated. Returning to Sao Paulo from 
Congonhas, the parents of the girl had found their own 
doctor willing to cooperate in administering Arigo’s pre- 
scription, since he could find no rational way to retard the 
case in conventional therapy. He had held out little hope, 
however. 

He administered the drugs, and watched the girl care- 
fully; The key to any progress would lie in the telltale 
white cell count. This he took at regular intervals. 
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By June 18, the count had dropped from 75,000 to 
20,000 — about 12,000 above normal. It was a startling, 
unbelievable drop. By July 5, less than a month later, the 
white cell count had plunged to 10,000. By August 7, it 
was down to a normal 7,500, and the glandular system of 
the girl had returned to normal. A follow-up by the doctor 
half a year later showed that the white cell count remained 
within normal limits, and the glands were also normal, a 
condition which the Americans verified. 

Another leukemia case studied by the North American 
researchers was equally dramatic. The patient was two- 
year-old Rosanna Canargos Ribeira, Rua Valdir Cunha 
52, Congonhas. 

The medical history showed that the baby girl had 
developed acute fulminating leukemia in April 1967, about 
a year before the American researchers arrived. Within 
three weeks after the onset of the symptoms, the child s 
glands, both external and internal, swelled massively. A 
month after her condition had been diagnosed, the glands 
in the abdominal cavity swelled to such an extent that they 
caused gangrene of the intestines, peritonitis. They further 
ruptured the abdominal wall with exudation of pus. 

Rosanna was rushed to the hospital in Belo Horizonte. 
Her white cell count had risen to 110,000. Her fever sky- 
rocketed, and she went into a coma. The doctors at the 
hospital conferred with the mother, and told her that 
Rosanna s case was terminal. She had at best a day or two 
of survival time left. They indicated that in the presence 
of leukemia, nothing whatever could be done to control 
the runaway peritonitis. 

The distraught mother refused to accept the verdict. As 
a last resort, she rushed Rosanna back to Congonhas on 
May 19, 1967, to Arigo. 

Because of the severity of the crisis, Arigo took im- 
mediate charge. He personally administered the chemo- 
therapy— a practice he very rarely followed. He prepared 
a mixture of cortisone, potassium chloride, and Puri- 
Nethol, an experimental Burroughs- Wellcome drug for the 
repression of cancer that had never been found to help in 
leukemia. He mixed an enormous dose — 20 cc. — of the 
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drugs in a syringe, and injected the medication directly 
into the peritoneal cavity— a procedure that would never 
be considered proper in conventional medicine. He told 
the mother to stay close by the child, and to give her 
water by mouth for the next twenty-four hours. She was 
to bring her daughter back the next day. 

She did so. Arigo examined the child, and said that she 
had passed the crisis stage. There were still gaping wounds 
in the abdomen, draining pus. But Arigo did nothing to 
intervene. He told the mother that the wounds should be 
allowed to drain, and to close naturally. 

Then he showed the mother how to grind up a mixture 
of 20 mg. of Meticorten (conventionally used for rheu- 
matoid arthritis), 500 mg. of potassium chloride, and 
50 mg. of 6-Mercaptopurina (a rather dangerous experi- 
mental drug for leukemia), and mix it with milk, ad- 
ministering it every eight hours for a month. To the 
physician, this is a startling, massive, and irrational com- 
bination. Under ordinary circumstances, it might even kill 
a child of two. The amount of Meticorten was a dosage 
that would be used for an adult twenty times the weight 
of Rosanna. 

But the mother religiously followed the directions. The 
child began showing dramatic improvement. By the sec- 
ond week, the abdominal wounds had stopped draining 
pus and were beginning to heal. Within a month, Rosanna 
was afebrile— without fever— and the glandular swelling 
had disappeared. She was able to follow a normal liquid 
diet. 

Arigo again examined the child, and said the same treat- 
ment should be continued for another month, at half 
strength. He asked the mother to get another blood count. 
She did so. The white cells had fallen from the original 
count of 110,000 to 12,000. By the end of the second 
month, the count had dropped to 7,000. 

On May 20, 1968, almost a year to the day after 
Rosanna had first been brought to Arigo, the American 
doctors examined the girl and her medical history care- 
fully. The white cell count was 6,700. Her abdomen still 
bore massive scars. Aside from that, she was normal. 
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Pires 5 theory was that it was impossible to label Arigo as 
a paranoid case, as some tried to do, when he was able to 
perform verifiable physical operations successfully. 

Arigo’s detractors did everything they could to deny the 
reality of what they saw. But this was impossible to do in 
the face of facts, and Arigo remained above their barbs, 
except on legal technicalities. Pires also felt that it wasn’t 
necessary either to accept or reject the bizarre concept of 
Dr. Fritz. Fritz could be explained in any number of ways, 
depending on the attitude of the observer. Fritz could be 
an element of mythology, of Arigo’s unconscious, or of a 
clearly defined spirit personality, as the Kardecist spiritists 
believed. Whatever the truth, the fact is that it worked. It 
was that simple. 

Dr. Pires was an intellectual Kardec spiritist, and he 
believed in the reality of mediumship under certain con- 
ditions that were as disciplined as any in formal psy- 
chology. Pires interviewed Arigo in a trance state, so 
ostensibly it was Dr. Fritz who was speaking through 
Arigo as a channel. In the session, the German-accented 
voice of Dr. Fritz indicated that he had been born in 
Munich, moved to Poland when he was four years old, 
studied medicine, became a fairly good doctor and sur- 
geon, but made several bad mistakes. The voice claimed 
that he went to Estonia, where he lived from 1914 until 
his death in 1918. According to the voice, Dr. Fritz vowed 
before he died that he would continue his medical devel- 
opment after death, and return to cure as many people on 
earth as he could, to make up for his earthly inadequacies. 

Attempts have been made by several students of Arigo 
to check out these facts, but have been unsuccessful. 

In any event, the voice of Dr. Fritz speaking through 
the mediumship of Arigo claimed that he had become 
part of a group of other deceased doctors who decided to 
help people as best they could in the name of Christ. Dr. 
Fritz’s voice claimed that he had studied Arigo for over a 
decade before he felt that Arigo was the ideal vehicle to 
carry out this work. At this point, Fritz continued, he was 
able to obtain perfect control of the medium Arigo, so 
that he could perform surgical operations through him. 
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There were many more leukemia cases with similar 
detailed documentation. In all of them, Arigo stated that 
he simplx did what “the voice” told him to do. He never 
took blood counts, but they were often available from the 
doctors for verification. 

Although the research project was abortive, there were 
scores of cases that had been recorded, and were to be 
followed up by the cooperating Brazilian doctors, here 
was also much work to be done on return to New York: 
assigning tapes to be transcribed and edited; making up a 
list of tht Brazilian doctors for the follow-up; analyzing 
what went wrong on this trip, and how to avoid it in the 
future; analyzing Arigo’s prescriptions; and, above all, 
planning a new expedition so that there would be min- 
imum interference from the press. 

The ideal situation would be to bring Arigo to the 
States, but this he finally would not consider. He felt he 
could not desert those who were depending on him, even 
temporarily. Because of this, the coordination of the 
research effort with the Brazilian medical men became of 
foremost importance. The key man in this regard was Dr. 
Ary Lex, the Sao Paulo physician who had first observed 
Arigo six years before. With his cooperation, a meeting 
was set up in Sao Paulo between the American group and 
the interested Brazilian doctors. It was only through them 
that the plans for the dream Arigo had always had — the 
building of a hospital in Congonhas, where he could 
work with them clear of any legal harassment — could be 
fulfilled. In fact, it became a major obsession with Arigo; 
it filled his mind night and day. He knew he could not 
stop his work, in spite of the law or the Church. But he 
also knew he could not survive another assault by the 
courts, or another term in prison. 

The meeting with the Sao Paulo medical group was 
held on May 28, 1968, at the art museum in that city. It 
allowed ample room for discussion and speculation about 
Arigo. From the point of view of most Brazilians at the 
meeting, the observations of Herculano Pires were among 
the most astute in trying to bridge the gap between the 
metaphysics and the material reality of Arigo’s work. Dr. 
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Further, Dr. Fritz's voice claimed, .he served as a go-be- 
tween for the other discamate doctors in his group, each 
of whom had his own specialty. 1 

Dr. Fires asked no one to believe all this; the phenom- 
enon of Arigo stood alone without it. It is simply one way 
the Kardec spiritist might try to set up a theory, and it re- 
mained only a theory. But even the solid, hardcore ra- 
tionalists were hard put to explain Arigo without some 
kind of postulate that seemed to go off the paranormal 
Richter scale. 

An ophthalmologist of high standing, Dr. Sergio Valle, 
was fascinated by what Arigo could do in his field. His 
observations were important as the negative point of view 
of a specialist. His statement was emphatic: “No ophthal- 
mologist could do what Arigo did in front of us. It is sim- 
ply not possible to do an operation on the eye without 
previous study, preoperative preparation, full sterilization 
and antiseptic conditions, the quiet atmosphere of an 
operating room, and above all, complete anesthesia. It is 
literally impossible to understand how Arigo does what he 
does, so swiftly and under the conditions he works in. He 
moves with no thought whatever. No one can explain this, 
and no one ever will.” 

r. alle had also spent considerable time studying 
hypnosis, and ruled that out as a factor. 

Dr. Edoardo Basevi, a nuclear physicist, offered his 
theory. Like John Laurance, his feeling was that there was 
an analogy between Airigo’s work and pure physics. He 
used the spectrum as an example, where the visual sensory 
equipment peeks in its confined way at the universe 
through a tiny slit in the spectrum between 356 millimi- 
crons on the ultraviolet end and some 2,400 millimicrons 
on the infrared end. Light waves, or energy waves, move 
out to the infinitely small and the infinitely large in each 
direction, and our eyes do not perceive the rays on either 
side of the minuscule visual slit. Neither does our hearing 
extend beyond a tiny portion of the audio spectrum, with 
its own ultra waves. Dr. Basevrs concept was that Arigo 
was pure ultra in all of his work, but it was something the 
ordinary mind just could not perceive. 
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New studies exploring the human aura are just now 
beginning to be taken seriously with what is called Kirlian 
photography. Both Russian and American films show that 
more easily detectable and more brilliant auras emanate 
from the fingers of those who are considered to be psychic 
healers than from others. Since human cells, in the last 
analysis, are electromagnetic force fields. Dr. Carlos Cruz 
and Dr. Mauro Godoy felt this could be at the bottom of 
Arigo’s prowess. “You could almost figure that this might 
have something to do with the soul of an atom,” Dr. 
Godoy said. 

There seemed to be as many theories as there were 
people. One medium, who was also the technical adminis- 
trator of a large corporation in Brazil, tried to analyze 
the situation for journalist Reinaldo Comenale. He said: 
“The phenomenon I see is not just a simple one by Dr. 
Fritz, but a group of spirits under his direction. The 
diagnosis is already made by this group by the time the 
patient steps up to Arigo. 

“Dr. Fritz passes the consensus of the group along to 
him before Arigo has a chance to look at the patient. The 
medical group around Dr. Fritz did not stop developing 
after they died. They only touched the surface of medical 
practice when they were alive. Their knowledgeability now 
has no limits. 

“Not all mediums are possessed by their spirit guides. 
But when Arigo is practicing, he is completely possessed 
by Dr. Fritz. He remembers little if anything afterward. 
His whole body is possessed. He is unconscious. His per- 
son becomes that of Dr. Fritz. 

“Spiritism on the intellectual Kardecist plane is a sci- 
ence, a philosophy, and a religion. Many people do not 
understand that. It is a religion when thought of as trust 
and belief. It is a philosophy when it gives to man the 
power of kindness, love, and the practice of religion. It is 
a science when the other two elements combine to bring 
about the observable surgery and cures Arigo causes. 

“Both matter and spirit are energy forces. They are 
simply of different frequencies. They are not as far apart 
as might be thought. The spirit loses the shell of the body, 
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as a caterpillar loses his cocoon. But the personality re- 
mains conscious and aware. 

“To talk about the results of Arigo is like talking about 
rain in a wet place. There's no question of the facts. No- 
body who has studied or observed the man has any 
doubts. But Arigo doesn't create miracles. He is merely a 
vessel for a higher form of energy, which you could say 
is ultimately God-given.” - 

These concepts were interesting, but utterly useless for 
the medical researchers, who needed more statistical in- 
formation on the hard, observable facts. It is one thing to 
be convinced by direct observation. It Is another to ar- 
ticulate the facts in a form acceptable to the editors of a 
scientific journal, who must have precedents and previous- 
ly documented material to fall back on. 

With Arigo being unprecedented, the job remained as 
difficult as ever. Dr. Fires, who unquestionably had probed 
deeper into the mystique of Arigo than any other Brazil- 
ian, had searched long and hard among the medical and 
psychiatric professions to try to bridge the gap between 
the rational and the inexplicable. 

His travels brought him In contact with Dr. Maria 
Pedroso, a psychiatric physician at the Municipal Hospital 
in Sao Paulo, and formerly assistant professor of legal 
medicine at the Medical School of the University of Bra- 
zil. She was internationally known, and had represented 
Brazil at the International World Convention of Univer- 
sity Women. 

Dr. Pedroso had participated in a study of university 
women in the United States, and been a forerunner in 
Brazil for women's rights. Her long list of credits included 
the vice-presidency of the Pan American Alliance of 
Women Doctors. She had practiced psychiatry for over 
twenty years in both Sao Paulo and Rio de Janeiro. She 
was most interested m the correlation between the para- 
normal and psychic abnormality. 

The moment she arrived at Arigo’s clinic, she noticed 
that Arigo turned and stared at her. Still looking straight 
at her, he said: “Anyone who is a doctor here, come for- 
ward.” Dr. Pedroso, startled at the uncanny perception 
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of Arigo, stayed in her place. Then he pointed his finger 
directly at her, and asked her to come close and observe 
from where she could see in detail. 

She did so. The operation was another pterygium, at 
which he excelled. She was shocked at the violent move- 
ments made in the eye of a conscious patient, and at the 
lack of antisepsis. She was further shocked when the 
scissors seemed too dull to cut. She was thinking to herself 
that the crude strokes of the scissors would tear the tissues 
of the eye beyond repair. She also thought that if only he 
had a sharper instrument, there might be some hope. 

At that moment, Arigo asked for a scalpel. He cut 
through the webbed structure, and the eye began to bleed 
profusely. She saw it flood down the cheek, and waited for 
it to drench the patient’s shirt. The blood stopped exactly 
at the point of his lower jaw. There was no physical rea- 
son why it didn’t flood over the jaw and down to his 
chest. The operation a success, Arigo swabbed the eye 
with dirty cotton, and called for the next patient. To Dr. 
Pedroso’s utter surprise, he wiped the bloody scalpel on 
the blouse of the next patient — but the blouse did not 
show any stain. 

“I was satisfied, and it was clear,” Dr. Pedroso said, 
“that my trip was not wasted.” 

After watching several other operations at close range, 
plus the prescription procedure, she pondered long and 
hard about her experience. She found herself forced to 
conclude that Arigo showed evidence of paranormal man- 
ifestations, without any doubt. She agreed with Richet, 
Janet, Freud, and others that there is no organic sub- 
stratum in a living individual that could be looked on as a 
center for paranormal functions. Yet she had to accept 
the theory that there is an element beyond the normal in 
an undetermined location. In some individuals this would 
come out either spontaneously or under stimulation. 

Her technical rationalization was complex. She told Dr. 
Pires: “There are great silent zones in the brain which 
could possibly be the center of paranormal activities. The 
nerve cells are not inherent but adherent to the fibrillae. 
These act as batteries and distributors of potential energy. 
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There are also magnetic and electrical forces at work 
within the atom. There are many forces that work on the 
central nervous system, either for good or for bad, that 
affect its protoplasm, by cohesion, electricity, or pressure, 
These can cause mechanical changes of the structure of 
the nervous system, which in turn affects the physiolog- 
ical basis of intrinsical associations. In doing so, either 
conscious or unconscious psychic phenomena would be 
included.” 

It seemed that anywhere anyone turned to try to ex- 
plain Arigo, the attempt at an answer was hard to follow 
or believe, whether the effort came from a religious, spir- 
itist^ legal, or scientific source. The only thing all points of 
view agreed on was that Arigo’s work was a cold, real- 
istic fact. 

Perhaps Dr. Oswaldo Conrado, the cardiology specialist 
from Sao Paulo, summed up the most interesting attitude 
from the point of view of the medical profession when he 
said: “If doctors were able to open up new hope for 
patients, it wotild be a wonderful experience. When ! find 
that I am directly confronted with a hopeless, case, and 
when every possible medical avenue is closed, I see no 
reason not to look for other means. We wouldn’t be hu- 
man if we didn’t. 

he facts about Arigo exist. They have happened, 
simply and naturally. A commission of scientists, free from 
preconceived ideas must study him, and study him thor- 
oughly. We might be on the edge of discovering entirely 
new and extremely beneficial therapeutic resources.” 

As frustrated as they were, the North American re- 
searchers agreed substantially with this premise. They 
formulated plans with the Brazilian doctors to follow up 
on their incomplete data, but with the conviction that it 
would be necessary to come back to Congonhas do Campo 
as soon as possible for a concerted effort. 

The best hope for this lay in the establishing of Arigo’s 
dream: a fully equipped hospital run by competent physi- 
cians and surgeons under whose observation he would be 
able to work free from the intrusions of either the press 
or the courts. It was a glorious dream because it would 
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combine the best possible combinations: scientific and 
metaphysical; psychological and physical; religious and 
secular; practical and idealistic; shadow and substance; 
sickness and health — all amounting to a fusion of com- 
patible paradoxes. And, as some thought, that is what life 
consists of. 

As the Americans prepared to leave Sao Paulo for New 
York, there were signs in the air that the dream might be 
fulfilled. The medical society of Minas Gerais was soften- 
ing, and markedly so. The Catholic Church had taken 
cognizance of the North American team’s invasion of 
Congonhas, and was giving the potential of psychic healing 
a new look. It was even rumored that there were training 
courses in healing established in the monastery high in the 
mountains surrounding Congonhas that would compete 
with Arigo. Gabriel Khater, the journalist, was pushing 
hard to raise funds for the hospital. Puharich and his 
group made plans to try to raise money in the States for 
the same cause. 

The last thing Arigo wanted was to be alienated from 
the Church. He believed in the Christian ethic, and shared 
Arlete's almost obsessive devotion to the Catholic rites. In 
the courts, his lawyers had emphasized Jbat he was bring- 
ing his children up in the best Catholic tradition, that he 
put Christ above everything else. Only his almost demonic 
compulsion to heal the suffering and help the poor kept 
him from giving up his healing work. 

This compulsion had been described as an obsessional 
neurosis, total psychosis, inspired evangelicalism, saintli- 
ness, profiteering, egocentricity, political machination, ve- 
nality, naivete, braggadocio, divine love, stupidity, charity, 
consummate skill, deviltry, unqualified citizen concern, 
black magic, sacrilege, pathological compulsion, human- 
ism, and celestial skill. But there was no one who could 
say what Arigo really was. It is doubtful if he knew him- 
self. 

Arigo went back to his routine; the Americans returned 
to their more worldly jobs. There would be nearly a year 
of sorting even the incomplete statistics they had as- 
sembled. 
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Reviewing the color films of Arigo ’s surgery taken by 
the medical team, Dr. Robert Laidlaw, director of psy- 
chiatry at New York's Roosevelt Hospital, screened the 
footage several times. It was thought his expertise might 
bring a fresh viewpoint to the research. He was a metic- 
ulous man, and he wrote a careful report of his observa- 
tions: 

1. Arigo’s facial expression when he operates dif- 
fers completely from that of his normal demeanor. 
During an operation, there is a trance-like serenity 
seen in both his eyes and face. 

2. It is important to notice the precision with 
which his fingers work, especially in a delicate eye 
operation. They keep working in this extremely sen- 
sitive area, even when his head and eyes are turned 
away in another direction. 

3. The movement of his fingers is extraordinarily 
fast. He uses a knife with extreme confidence and 
precision. 

4. None of the patients have submitted to any pre- 
operative preparation. It is very odd that the con- 
scious patients are completely calm, relaxed, and 
indicate no fear whatever, yet they have received 
neither tranquilizers nor anesthesia. There is no ex- 
pression of tension; no muscular tension; the patients 
don’t even move. They remain impassive. 

5. There is very little blood coming out of the 
body. Almost nothing. There are no stitches. The 
edges of the incision seem to glue together. In the 
two lipoma operations, the incisions bind together 
immediately, with practically no bleeding. 

6. It is documented that the knife used by Arigo 
was unsterile. There should be massive post-operation 
infection, but I understand this has never been re- 
ported. Many of the surgical routines observed cannot 
be done by highly trained surgeons. 

7. The evidence shown in these films defies any 
explanation in terms of orthodox science. 
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Dr. Laidlaw’s observations were echoed by many mem- 
bers of various medical associations that Dr. Puharich 
showed the films to on his return to the United States. 
With the problems now anticipated and correctable, he 
was seeking support for another expedition to Brazil, con- 
vinced that Arigo needed a lifetime of organized research 
and study. 

Back in Brazil, they continued to come to Congonhas 
do Campo for the pilgrimage to Arigo: statesmen, in- 
dustrialists, actors, singers, peasants, miners, scientists, the 
whole broad spectrum of humanity. Roberto Carlos, the 
toast of the Brazilian entertainment world, chartered a 
plane to fiy to Minas Gerais, just for the ceremony of 
thanking Arigo for saving the sight of his infant boy. Ex- 
President Kubitschek, now back in Brazil, would bring his 
wife and daughter to see Arigo, to thank him again for 
his help. Arigo, in turn, unabashedly kissed Kubitschek’s 
hand for his pardon during his first pending sentence. 

On his twenty-fifth wedding anniversary, Arigo went to 
Mass with Arlete and the boys. Here the couple had their 
wedding rings blessed. Asked why he went to Mass in the 
face of the censure of the Church against his work, Arigo 
said: “All my family are Catholic. I alone am a spiritist. 
But I believe that all religions take the people to God. So 
why not go to a Catholic Mass?” 

What he didn’t know as he entered the church was that 
almost the entire town of Congonhas had prepared a sur- 
prise anniversary party for him. Two bands were playing, 
and dignitaries from Rio, Sao Paulo, and Belo greeted him 
and Arlete as they came down the steps of the church 
after the service. 

It was a festive anniversary. Uncountable telegrams ar- 
rived — some estimated as many as ten thousand. Some 
from Europe, Argentina, and the United States. One was 
from the Kubitschek family, in France. On facing the 
profuse enthusiasm of the crowd, Arigo surveyed the scene 
in disbelief. His eyes filled with tears. Then he broke down 
and cried openly. 

After the gloomy oppression of prosecution and jail, 
Arigo’ s life was taking a new turn. The newspapers and 
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broadcasting stations gave absolute assurance of noninter- 
ference in any scientific studies that would be made on 
Arigo. Word came that Arigo would be permitted to 
operate under the controlled medical guidance of research 
surgeons. The new president of Brazil, Arthur da Costa e 
Silva, promised support to Arigo. Funds were mounting in 
the program to build a modern hospital where Arigo 
would be studied and would practice. The North Amer- 
ican medical group s new plans for research were pro- 
gressing swiftly, under foundation funding. 

It seemed all Axigo’s hopes were coming to fruition. 
But it was during this time that Arigo went to bed one 
night and again had trouble getting to sleep. He woke 
Arlete and said to her: “I see that terrible black crucifix 
again.” 



Whatever meaning Arigo ascribed to the image of the 
black crucifix, there were no sinister forebodings in the 
days that followed. Arigo was able to continue with his 
work tree from interference, in a relaxed, fruitful at- 
mosphere. There seemed to be a tacit truce between 
Arigo and those who opposed him. New support brought 
the hospital in Oongonhas do Campo to the actual plan- 
ning stage. "This is the dream of my life,” Arigo told 
his friends. 

Exhilarated by what now seemed to be a certainty, 
Arigo worked with fresh vigor, never leaving his clinic 
until the last patient had been taken care of — often well 
after midnight. If the mild heart condition uncovered by 
the American doctors ever bothered him, he never men- 
tioned it, not even to Dr. Godoy, who was working closely 
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with him in coordinating the medical plans for the hos- 
pital. 

In the States, the Essentia Research group's plans were 
shaping up for the joint study with the Brazilian doctors. 
In September 1969, Dr. Cortes went down as an advance 
scout, to coordinate the arrangements. Being alone, he 
had no interference from the press, and he was able to 
gather more data. One case seemed particularly dramatic. 

It involved Comtesse Pamela de Maigret, an energetic 
and adventurous geologist from Philadelphia, who was 
engaged in alluvial minin g for diamonds on the Jequi- 
tinhonha River in the mountains of Minas Gerais. It was a 
full-scale project, with heavy equipment and suction 
dredges. It was moderately profitable. Frequently she 
would be driven from Rio or Belo to her remote camp in 
the mountains by Jacques Riffaud, who headed up the 
vast Belgian and French iron-ore interests in the region, 
known as the Schneider Group. 

Riffaud’s chauffeur, Juvenal, was a dark-skinned Bra- 
zilian of middle age, a sturdy, squat man with a deeply 
lined, powerful face. He had been quite stout, but sud- 
denly began losing weight at an appalling rate. On each 
trip, he looked sicker. Finally he was persuaded by Pamela 
and Riffaud to go to a hospital in Rio for an examination. 

The X rays showed an advanced case of stomach 
cancer. As an employee of the Schneider Company, he 
was offered complete hospital and surgical care, but he 
refused flatly. He had a wife and six children, and he was 
sure the operation would kill him. The doctors at the hos- 
pital were irritated at his stubbornness, t)ut their prognosis 
was that it was a terminal case, even with the operation. 
Further X rays and tests showed he was completely be- 
yond medical help. 

Shortly after this, in Belo Horizonte, Juvenal asked 
Riffaud if he could have a few days off. He would like to 
go and see a “healer” in Congonhas do Campo. Juvenal 
was a pragmatic man, but when he had learned that he 
was going to die, he simply felt obligated to try every 
avenue of escape. Neither Riffaud nor Pamela knew much 
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about Arigo at the time beyond newspaper headlines. Rut 
they urged Juvenal to try anything that would help. 

Juvenal later told them what had happened. He had 
arrived at Arigo s clinic, but the line was impossibly long. 
He gave up any thought of getting to Arigo that day, but 
sat down on the street with the others and waited with 
little hope. A few hours later, Arigo came out of the 
clinic and walked directly up to him. “You are very ill,” 
Arigo told him bluntly. “Come with me immediately.” 

Without any examination, Arigo gave him a prescrip- 
tion and told him to take the medicine, and come back 
the next day. Juvenal followed instructions, and reported 
back promptly the next morning. 

Arigo took him into the small, almost-vacant room be- 
hind his general working area. He laid him down on the 
crude wooden door stretched between two sawhorses. 
Then Arigo began pressing down on his stomach with 
both hands. Juvenal experienced no pain, just a feeling of 
heavy pressure and considerable discomfort. Arigo pressed 
with all his beefy weight, until it seemed as if the stomach 
wall would be pushed against the spinal column. Sud- 
denly the stomach popped, with a clearly audible sound, 
like the cork of a champagne bottle. There was blood, but 
there was no hemorrhage. Arigo reached into the upper 
abdomen with his hands and literally pulled out a large 
quantity of what Juvenal described as “bloody things.” 
Arigo used no instrument. Juvenal felt apprehensive, but 
still no pain. 

When Arigo removed his hands, the wound closed im- 
mediately, with no stitches. Juvenal felt weak and shaken^ 
but was able to get up and walk out of the room. 

He drove back to the mining camp alone, over the 
grueling roads, on the next day. Riffaud and Pamela were 
open-mouthed when he told them the story. It contra- 
dicted every conceivable tenet of medical science, and 
they frankly felt he was fantasizing. The skin on the 
stomach showed only a slight mark, without any conven- 
tional scar. They remained unconvinced. 

Several months went by. Juvenal recovered from his 
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shakiness, and his health obviously seemed to be return- 
ing. He was gaining weight rapidly. Riffaud, his curiosity 
now aroused, finally persuaded Juvenal to have another X 
ray taken, at the company’s expense. It showed no trace 
whatever of anything abnormal. The man regained his 
full health. 

Another case developed after the initial North Amer- 
ican research expedition. It involved a nine-year-old boy 
from Hartsdale, New York. He had suffered from major 
Jacksonian epilepsy since birth, which creates massive in- 
voluntary, uncontrollable spasms, although the subject 
remains conscious. He had received the best possible 
medical attention in the United States, but he continued 
to have twenty to thirty epileptic seizures a day. 

The parents were distraught and desperate. Learning 
about the American medical expedition to Brazil, and 
having been to that country several times in the past, the 
parents obtained Axigo’s address, and decided to take the 
boy there. 

He was treated by Arigo on May 20, 1969, and given a 
prescription immediately. It read: 

First Treatment 

Revulsun: 1 tablet each night 

Antisacer: 1 tablet each morning 

Neo-Combe: 1 ampule, intramuscular every 

other day 

Treat for 100 days 


Second Treatment 

Tryvigenex: 1 tablespoon with each meal 

Ditto 

1 tablet after each meal 
1 capsule daily 

Treat for two months 


Metioscil: 
Testoforan: 
Memoriase: 


Third Treatment 

Gamibetal: Inject 2.0 cc. daily, intramuscular 

Treat for one month 
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Again, the course of drugs was puzzling, though not 
entirely without logic. Revulsun is an anti-spastic sedative; 
Antisacer is a specific for epilepsy; Neo-Combe is a high- 
potency vitamin B-complex compound; Tryvigenex is 
used in cases of anemia; Metioscil is a fortified liver ex- 
tract; Testoforan has a sedative action; Gamibetal is an 
anti-convulsant. It is doubtful that any conventional doc- 
tor would combine these drugs in these quantities, in fact 
almost certain that he would not. 

The first treatment was begun on the same day Arigo 
wrote the prescription. The drugstore in Congonhas kept 
enormous stocks of Arigc s unconventional drugs on 
hand. All previous medication the boy had been taking, 
such as Dilantin and phenobarbitol, was discontinued at 
once. 

Within two months, the boy was able to leave home for 
the first time in his life and go to a summer camp. By 
September 1969, he was radically improved. By a year 
after that, he was free of all epileptic convulsions and 
living a completely normal life. 

Major successes of this sort continued, but Arigo would 
at rare times tell his close friends and family about the 
^black crucifix that still kept appearing in his dreams. It 
seemed to plague him, unnerve him. 

At other times, though, he was unruffled and confident, 
still a front-page figure in Brazil, still the subject of spe- 
cial news bulletins on television featuring some dignitary 
or celebrity who told about his personal experience with 
Arigo. 

As Arigo’s work became tacitly legitimatized, the more 
prominent people flocked to him, and the more his reputa- 
tion grew. He received constant long-distance calls from 
many major figures in the country, not merely for medical 
advice, but for philosophical or spiritual sustenance. When 
he would go to Belo Horizonte on occasion, there were 
few persons, if any, who did not recognize him on the 
street, few who did not try to stop him and shake his 
hand. Passing the Hotel Normandie one afternoon, Arigo 
noticed a huge crowd gathered. He learned that President 
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Arthur da Costa e Silva, with his wife, Dona Iolanda, 
were about to leave the hotel. 

Arigo waited a few moments, and the President and 
his wife appeared, waved to the crowd, and started toward 
their waiting motorcade. Spotting Arigo in the crowd, the 
President went directly to him, drew him out from behind 
the police barrier, and embraced Mm “with fire,” as the 
press put it. Dona Iolanda took Arigo’s hand, and said: 
“So you are Arigo. I am happy that you can continue 
your work. Well do everything possible to help.” Arigo 
kissed the First Lady s hand, and the entourage drove off. 

Support like this bolstered Arigo’s hopes for the new 
hospital, and he waited anxiously for the day that con- 
struction would begin. Ex-President Kubitschek con- 
tinued his support when he returned to live in Brazil. 
Anticipating his return, he had written Arigo from New 
York to say that he looked forward eagerly to seeing him 
again in Congonhas, and to be “in condition to pass the 
days with you I want.” Like the others, Kubitschek 
seemed to draw spiritual as well as medical strength from 
Arigo. 

Along with the analysis of the statistics and the time- 
consuming preparation for the follow-up survey, several 
of the Americans who had visited Arigo continued to 
probe the reasons why Arigo was able to do what he did. 
He was constantly being compared to Edgar Cayce, the 
widely known American mystic. But Cayce had never 
plunged a knife into the viscera as Arigo did. He was also 
compared to many “healers,” but none of them had done 
so, either. Acupuncture was another comparison, but 
Arigo’s surgery was far beyond it. The Philippine psychic 
healers, who continued to receive sporadic attention in 
the press, could not be equated with Arigo. There was too 
much evidence of pure fakery in their work. 

Luis Rodriguez, the retired industrialist and author who 
lived in Rio, kept up a running correspondence with the 
Essentia Research group, including Belk, Puharich, and 
John Laurance, on his own extensive studies of Arigo. 

Rodriguez was an intellectual Kardecist who had come 
around slowly to accepting the concept that Dr. Fritz’s 
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possession of Arigo was an outright reality. Many felt that 
Rodriguez had gone overboard in buying this, although 
his reasoning was quite brilliant and persuasive. His prose 
was ponderous, but his thoughts were extremely cogent. 
His studies of psychiatry were probably as extensive as 
those of many of the advanced specialists in the field, and 
his knowledgeability was unquestioned. What was ques- 
tioned was his tendency to extrapolate too much from the 
evidence at hand. In a lengthy letter forwarding Ms the- 
ories about Arigo to the North American medical group, 
he wrote: 

In all serious psychic research, we are basically 
directed to evaluate innate or native capabilities of 
every individual. This is because we do not find 
psychic manifestations in things, but in persons. 

Every person is a naturally endowed individual 
with his peculiar psychic qualities, Arigo, for instance, 
is a man like any other man, physiologically speaking. 
Yet psychically, he is different from many others. 

A great number of people, the immense majority, 
do not have the slightest idea as to what psychic 
virtues distinguish Arigo from many others. But a few 
do know the how-and-why of Arigo. To these, Arigo 
is not a mystery; to the others, he is an enigma. 
Arigo is only a vivid example of what others could 
do, if interest is taken in the adequate development of 
the specific psychic faculties required to repeat what 
he is doing. Research work does not admit of the 
existence of personal monopolies. Knowing this, our 
effort is directed toward the scientific study of me- 
diums hip; its onset, maintenance, expansion, and 
varieties. 

This embraces the study of the spiritual nature of 
man as a psychic phenomenon, beyond the limitations 
and contradictions of religion and mysticism. 

This study, however, is not possible employing the 
present-day limited or superficial concepts of ESP 
research. Arigo is not an ESP phenomenon. He sim- 
ply represents a link in a close and intimate teamwork 
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device manifesting itself in the mediumistic capabil- 
ities of a man, and the medical knowledge and 
experience of discamate entities working i the re- 
spective specialties and spheres. It is a method in 
which diagnosis, treatment, and prognosis perform 
their unifying routine. 

This close collaboration between Arigo and his 
discarnate friends cannot be understood and cannot 
possibly be repeated by others unless these basic 
hard facts of life are taken into account: 

1. That man is an incarnate soul. 

2. That this soul was not created at the time of 
birth. 

3. That it has had many other lives on earth and 
that others will consequently follow. 

4. That contact between the incarnate and dis- 
carnate persons has been taking place since 
man appeared on earth for the first time. 

5. That the psychic faculty known as mediumship 
is the method devised by nature to establish this 
necessary and enlightening contact. 

6. That primitive peoples all over the world are 
well acquainted with these simple facts of life. 

What I have learned is that it behooves us to im- 
prove the nature of this contact by enhancing its re- 
liability, and separating it from the superstitions 
involved in religious creeds, doctrines, or dogmas, 
from rites and rituals. Likewise, not to waste time 
with obdurate skepticism that retards progress by 
postulating pseudo-scientific explanations that explain 
nothing. 

Rodriguez went on to explain that he had developed a 
form of hypnotism that he referred to as the “hypnometric 
trance” to bridge the gap. He was conducting extensive 
experiments with it, and was planning to organize the 
results in another book. His theme was that psychiatry 
under Freud, Adler, Jung, or any of the other pioneers in 
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the field simply did not go far enough. He continued in 
his letter; 

I have been preoccupied for many years with the 
failure of psychiatry to identify the etiology, or origin, 
of functional neuroses and psychoses, which in more 
than 80 percent of the cases is nothing else but symp- 
toms and syndromes revealing the flourishing of me- 
diumship. [Author’s note: In other words, posses- 
sion.] 

Failure to identify these syndromes for what they 
are has converted, and is converting, hundreds of 
thousands of individuals in the civilized world who 
are not sick, into schizophrenics. Mental hospitals 
are filled with them. This happens when electric 
shock, insulin, or chemical shocks are induced in 
them, blocking the natural manifestations of medium- 
ship, destroying the mechanism through which the 
faculty manifests itself. The same occurs with the 
wholesale use of tranquilizers. 

He then referred to a Canadian study by Dr. Raymond 
Prince, of McGill University in Montreal, who had spent 
seventeen months with native healers in Nigeria. Dr. 
Prince had discovered that their recognition of the reality 
of mediumship made psychosis a min or problem. Ro- 
driguez continued in his letter: 

The so-called witch doctors and spiritists of the 
reincarnation school all over the world quickly recog- 
nize these symptoms for what they are. As a con- 
sequence of this natural knowledge, mediumship is 
developed instead of psychosis. The development 
eradicates the psychoneurotic or psychotic condition 
that heralded the flowering of the mediumship faculty. 
This is the reason why mental diseases do not exist 
among these people, who may be counted in the mil- 
lions. 

Mental diseases are, therefore, the fruit harvested 
by over-civilized man due exclusively to a condition 
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of ignorance maintained by an exaggerated sense of 

sophistication and hallowed cultural superiority. 

Whether anyone agreed or disagreed with Rodriguez’s 
premises, he was putting an intense and deeply thought- 
out spotlight on the workings behind Arigo, and was ar- 
ticulate in presenting his argument. Where he lost some 
people was in his six categorical postulates, which de- 
manded a gymnastic leap into the outright acceptance of 
reincarnation, to say nothing of the existence of a soul. 
Neither concept could be accepted scientifically; as least, 
not without hard evidence. 

His arguments were provocative, however. He continued 
coming up from Rio to Congonhas to observe Arigo, to 
see if he could throw more light on the matter. He noted 
that Arigo himself was oblivious to any theories behind 
his own capacities. Arigo simply carried out what he was 
compelled to do. He wasn't really a Kardec spiritist. He 
had been pulled into this strange scene without asking for 
it. The question provoked by Rodriguez's theories was: 
Would Arigo have become psychotic if he had not given 
in to his mediumship? 

Many signs — the blinding headaches, the hallucinations, 
and the aross insomnia — -indicated that he might have. As 
strange as he was in his clinical working hours, Arigo was 
a normal, functioning human being, with all of his cluster 
of sons growing up as healthy and emotionally mature 
young men. And in spite of his lack of education, he had a 
shrewd, inborn intelligence that attracted some of the best 
minds in Brazil. 

Kubitschek, back in Brazil, kept his promise. He came 
to Congonhas and spent long hours with Arigo. It was 
now late in 1970. The hospital project was almost ready 
to go on the drawing board. The North American medical 
team’s plans for the follow-up research were at last jelling. 
This time, the group was determined to complete the 
work they had been unable to do on the first attempt. 
Kubitschek promised his renewed support — he still had 
wide influence in Brazil. 

When Kubitschek went to Arigo’s house to say he was 
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on his way back to Rio, Arigo seemed disturbed. He was 
not his usual, extrovert self. Kubitschek pressed him for 
what was wrong. 

Arigo did not speak for some time, then he said: “I do 
not like to say this, Mr. President, but I will soon die a 
violent death.” 

Kubitschek was shocked and disturbed. “You don’t 
mean that,” he said. 

Arigo nodded, and repeated in a sad, soft tone: “I am 
sure I will die violently very soon. So I say good-bye to 
you with sadness. This is the last time we will meet.” 

Kubitschek reassured Arigo that he merely was tired 
from overwork, but Arigo smiled and shook his head. 

It was the image of the black crucifix again. Arigo be- 
came almost obsessed by it. The day after his talk with 
Kubitschek, Arigo met Gabriel Khater in front of the 
clinic door. Khater had come to tell him the good news 
that fresh funds had arrived for the medical center. Khater 
noted the same look that Kubitschek had noticed. 

“You are tired, Arigo,” Khater said. 

“I am afraid, Gabriel,” Arigo answered, “that my mis- 
sion on earth is finished.” 

Khater pretended to laugh, then asked about his moth- 
er, who was critically ill at the time. “You are right to ask 
about this now,” Arigo told him. Khater was about to go 
out of town for several days on a story. “Ask me every- 
thing now, because I think you will not see me again. 

Arigo wrote a prescription for Khater’s mother, then 
embraced him warmly. Khater said: “You will be ail right. 
I know it. ’ Arigo didn’t answer, and went back to his 
clinic. 

Others heard strange things from Arigo. Paulos Soares, 
a brother-in-law of Arigo, overheard him saying that his 
death was near. A month before, Arigo had lent his car to 
a friend. It had turned over and been demolished, but the 
friend was not hurt. Arigo told his brother Walter: “This 
is the sign of the end.” 

No one quite knew how to respond to these omens. For 
the most part, they tried to ignore the remarks, or at- 
tributed them to the fact that Arigo’s schedule would ex- 
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haust a superman, to say nothing of a man with a heart 
condition, however mild. The heavy routine could quite 
naturally leave him in a state of depression. He continued 
with his long hours, at both the clinic and the pension of- 
fice, taking time off only on weekends to prune his roses. 

Every January, Arigo would take on another gargan- 
tuan, time-consuming job for himself. He would collect 
clothing from those who could afford to give it away, and 
give packages to the poor of both Congonhas do Campo 
and the surrounding plateau. It had become a traditional, 
festive event. 

Arigo was always in the best of all possible moods for 
these occasions. This year, 1971, was no exception. He 
gathered what clothes he could, and being an enormously 
persuasive man, he collected a bounty quota, oil this, the 
tenth year of his special event. On the morning of January 
10, over five hundred poor townspeople gathered by the 
clinic in a festive spirit. Arigo dispensed both the cloth- 
ing and crude jokes, in equal proportion. Those who 
knew him well were elated to see him back in good 
spirits. He didn’t seem to show the despondency that had 
been plaguing him over the past few months. The old 
Arigo had returned. He even took the day off from his 
patients, an almost unheard-of event. 

On the next morning — January 11, 1971 — he rose early 
as usual and walked briskly to the clinic, where already 
the crowd was waiting. He would have to be going to 
Lafaiete that day, to arrange for payments and licensing 
of a car that he was buying from a retired police lieutenant 
in the town to replace his own. It was an old, blue Op ala 
sedan— a car made in Brazil by General Motors. 

He explained to the patients who had gathered at the 
center that he would not be opening the clinic that after- 
noon until three, but that he would take care of as many 
as possible in the morning, and the rest at the later time. 
Then he went about his work. He finished well before 
noon, and broke for an early lunch. 

The sky was black and ominous that day, and already 
the cobblestones were glistening with rain. At his house, 
Arlete had prepared a hot lunch for him, and two of his 
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good friends were there to join him. One was Bejou, a 
warm and earnest man who did odd jobs at the Hotel 
Freitas. He had been a close friend of the de Freitas family 
for years. He worshiped Arigo, and made no secret of it. 
He was bright and witty, and constantly cheered Arigo up 
when he was in his dimmer moods. The other friend was 
Antonio Ribeiro, who had learned that Arigo planned to 
drive to Lafaiete that day and wanted to hitch a ride. 

Arigo was delighted to have company, and the group 
sat down with Arlete and Tarcesio, Arigo’s oldest son, in 
his twenties. . The lunch was brief, and afterward Arigo 
had a few moments to play cards with the men before 
leaving. Playing cards was one of the few ways Arigo 
could relax. 

By now the skies had burst, and the mountain t rains 
were drenching the village. Arigo said he would wait for 
a let-up before going to the car. There was light banter, 
and occasionally Arigo would rise from the table to look 
out the window to see if the downpour had eased. 

Earlier that morning, Jose Timoteo, a driver for the 
national highway department, had picked up Joao Felici- 
do, who was treasurer of the department, to drive him 
from Rio to Belo Horizonte on a routine trip. They had 
left Rio at first light. The drive had gone smoothly 
enough, until they reached the town of Lafaiete. There, 
the rainstorm hit with a fury, blocking visibility and turn- 
ing the twisting roads into a wet-slick glaze. It was about 
noon when they arrived at Lafaiete, and they decided to 
push on. Timoteo knew the roads well; it was his job. 

By noon a crowd of about fifty, huddled under news- 
papers and umbrellas, had already gathered at the Spirit 
Center for Arigo’s afternoon session. Even though they 
would have to wait until three for Arigo s return, they 
wanted to be sure they got a place in line. Some were 
pinning their entire hopes on him, and had come a long 
distance. Two were foreign: one from Spain, another from 
Chile. They were both girls. 

At just about noon, Arigo decided that the storm had 
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let up enough for them to set out on the trip. Arigo’s 
mood had lifted since the distribution of the gifts on the 
previous day. He gave Arlete a cheerful kiss, roughed up 
Tarcesio’s thick black hair, and went out to the Opala 
with Ribeiro. 

Waiting for the train at the railroad station was a well- 
known Brazilian doctor, who was leaving for Rio after a 
trip to observe and query Arigo in a search for an ex- 
planation of the man and his work. He saw the blue 
Opala as it swung around the curve from Arigo’ s house. 
Arigo, at the wheel, saw the doctor, and pulled the car 
over to the side of the station to talk with him a moment. 

After a jocular greeting, Arigo said: “Have you got 
everything explained now?” 

The doctor smiled. “If I ever explain you, I’ll be a 
genius. I enjoyed your party yesterday, though.” He was 
referring to the gathering in which Arigo had handed out 
the many boxes of clothing. No child had gone away 
without a gift. 

“I’m very happy about it. Very happy,” Arigo said. “I 
love the faces of the children. It went well.” 

“I thought so, too,” the doctor said, “m be back to see 
you soon.” 

“I hope we’ll see you,” Arigo said. He put the car in 
gear, waved again, and spun off. 

The rain was picking up again, and the wipers were 
straining against it. A short distance out of town, Arigo 
stopped at a gas station, filled up with gas, and tried to 
adjust the wipers a little better. 

Coming out of Lafaiete, the pickup truck of the na- 
tional highway department was having some difficulty 
negotiating the turns in the heavy rain. The roads in Brazil 
are marked off with small kilometer signs. Near K.370 on 
Route BR-135, Timoteo eased up on his speed a little to 
squint at the road, with its unrelenting curves. By the 
time he reached K.373, the rain had again eased off, and 
he pushed the accelerator down to highway speed. 

Highway marker K.374 was just about three kilometers 
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from the gas station that Arigo had stopped in. There is a 
particularly treacherous blind curve at the marker. Anx- 
ious to get the annoying red tape over with in Lafaiete, 
Arigo left the station and started down the road. He 
passed his rose garden, glancing at it fondly, although it 
was hardly visible through the rain and mist. 

The pickup truck was nearing marker K.374, soon to 
appear around the curve. It had just come into sight when 
Timoteo saw a blue car start to move across the road to- 
ward him. It was not skidding, just coming directly across 
the road. Beside the road was a precipice four hundred 
feet deep. There was no possible way he could drive off 
the road to avoid the blue car coming at him. The road 
was too slick to stop suddenly. He applied the brakes any- 
way, and at that moment the two cars crashed. There was 
a terrifying metallic thud that was heard more than a . 
kilometer away. There was silence in both cars. 

Back at Arigo’s house, Bejou had been invited to have 
some cake and a cup of coffee before returning to his 
work at the hotel. Arlete had gone off with her umbrella 
to shop. Tarcesio had taken his VW to check the rose- 
bushes for Arigo. Bejou was finishing the last mouthful 
of cake when a neighbor opened the door and called: “Go 
to the highway quickly! Something terrible has happened 
to Arigo! 5 ’ 

Bejou dropped his fork and rushed out of the house. 
He ran like a wild man to a taxi by the railroad station. 
He told the driver to drive quickly out on BR-135. Within 
minutes, they saw the blue Gpala up ahead, in the center 
of the slick highway. The smashed pickup truck of the 
highway department was fused to the Opala. At the wreck- 
age, all was silent; there was not even a groan. The door 
on Arigo s side was open, his legs still in the car, his body 
half out of it. His legs were mangled. A steel rod of some 
kind had plunged through his massive chest like a spear. 

Bejou froze for a moment, then ran to Arigo and ripped 
the steel rod out of the body. It was covered with blood. 
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There was a huge gap in the head and in the chest. For 
some reason, he noticed Axigo’s watch. It was stopped at 
exactly 12:15. 

Then a scream suddenly came from the pickup truck. It 
was the treasurer of the highway department. Bejou, 
knowing that Arigo was dead, ran to help him. He felt he 
was going mad. There were no sounds from Timoteo. 

Seconds later, Tarcesio arrived. He looked at his father, 
and dropped beside the body, heaving with enormous sobs. 
Then the police arrived. And an ambulance. There was 
confusion and shouting. 

Felicido, the highway department treasurer, died at the 
hospital Arigo and Ribeiro were pronounced dead on ar- 
rival. Only the unconscious Timoteo survived. 

Bejou walked all the way back to the hotel in a daze. 
“I will carry this terrible weight all my life,” he told a 
friend. 

Congonhas do Campo came to a stop. “The town 
has been orphaned,” someone said. Another said: “With 
Arigo dead, Congonhas has been assassinated.” The may- 
or declared two days of mourning, with the flag at half 
mast. The shops and the bars were closed until after the 
burial. 

Dr. Mauro Godoy was not a man to cry, but he did. He 
went to the scene with the police and the men from the 
highway department, and studied the wreckage. There 
were no signs of skidding, although the wetness might 
have obliterated them. Arigo’s car had crossed to the 
wrong side of the road. It appeared as if it had simply 
gone out of control. 

Later, Dr. Godoy assisted at the autopsy. Signs that he 
saw in the brain and cardiac region convinced him that 
Arigo had died from a coronary moments before he 
crashed. With a dead man at the wheel, the car had gone 
out of control The rest was inevitable. 

They came from all over. A parade of special planes 
flew into Lafaiete. The press was everywhere. Special buses 
arrived, this time with mourners instead of patients. 
Arigo s shattered body lay in its coffin in his home. Arlete 
stood by it, tearless and numb, just staring at it. 
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Roberto Carlos, his long hair flowing, arrived with his 
wife. He was dressed in blue jeans and black boots, with 
a medallion of Christ pinned to his belt. With the help of 
police, he made his way through the dense crowd to the 
coffin. He embraced Arlete and kissed her hand. “My 
child can see because of Arigo,” he said. Then he turned 
to the casket and said: “I am here, Arigo.” 

There was no Mass, no music, no service. No one 
counted the people who filed by the casket, and flowed 
silently along the packed streets, like a giant moving car- 
pet behind the bier. Some said fifteen thousand; some said 
twenty. “The air was full of silence,” one observer said. 

The pall bearers drew the casket on a small cart to 
Arigo’s beloved union hall. Then they tugged it by hand 
up the steep cobblestone hill to the cemetery. High on 
the hill, with the mountains rimming the horizon, the body 
was interred. Far across on another hill, the twelve 
baroque statues of Aieijadinho stood like guardians, some 
with hands outstretched, pointing across the valley to the 
cemetery. A lone Franciscan priest murmured a prayer 
that was barely audible. 

The crowd, sprawled across the green hillside, moved 
like a great herd of sheep slowly back to the village. 
Whatever was said in words, the thought was the same: 
“Arigo is no more.” 

Another thought, a phrase from Arigo, was unspoken 
but implicit, for his body could not be taken to the 
church : 

“Our Christ is the same. The rest doesn't matter.” 


Epilogue 


i. 


1 have found that I cannot resist a story that is slightly 
far-out, as long as there is a rich fund of solid, down-to- 
earth, material documentation to go with it. Without the 
latter, the story is utterly useless. With it, it is intriguing. 

I had a relaxed lunch at The Players in New York 
several years ago with Arthur Twitchell,; an astute and 
erudite gentleman Who had been co-producer of one of 
my plays that came into Broadway at the Helen Hayes 
[heater, faltered, and died unmoumed. Twitchell was a 
member of the board of the American Society for Psy- 
chical Research, founded by William James in the late 
nineteenth century. He was also an avid student of what 
might be called the rational occult. 

He told me briefly about the story of Arigo. If I had 
not known T witchell to be a man of discernment, I would 
have attributed it to fantasy and forgotten about it. 

I did tell him that a story of this sort would be utterly 
unbelievable, and that even if it were true, it would be an 
almost impossible job for a writer to convey. 

t witchell said a ou ought at least to look at the 
films.” 

There are films taken of these operations?” I asked. 

“They were taken by the team of American doctors who 
went down to Brazil to study Arigo,” he said. “All you 
need is a strong stomach.” 

My curiosity was aroused;’! was looking for a good 
story. Twitchell put me in touch with Dr. Henry Puharich, 
who was kind enough to show me the film s at his home 
in Westchester County. 
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Twitchell was right about the strong stomach. When 
you see a paring knife go up under the eyelid, and pry 
the eyeball half out of its socket, and scrape the socket 
mercilessly, it’s a bit of a shock. I looked at the films 
twice, complete with hydroceles, tumors, cataracts, seba- 
ceous cysts, retinoblastomas, and all the rest. At times I 
had to look away. But their dramatic power was over- 
whelming. 

I thought about the story for a long time. It was obvious 
that, in spite of the considerable amount of medical re- 
cords available, I would have to go to Brazil and check 
the story in detail. Nothing could be secondhand in a 
story like this. It was a chronicle that would have to be 
verified in every aspect. 

But there was another problem. If the story did check 
out, and the book drew wide readership, what would it do 
to Arigo and his work? Would people who were desper- 
ately ill in the United States spend large sums of money 
to go to Brazil — only to find Arigo so flooded and ex- 
hausted with additional patients that he could not handle 
them all? 

When I decided to go ahead with the story after Arigo’s 
death, I told Puharich that I would be unable to depend 
on his word or the records of the medical group alone. He 
quickly agreed with me. “You will want to check every- 
body in Brazil and here you can get your hands on,” he 
said. “His enemies, as well as his friends. You must never 
take the word of a single source. On any aspect of the 
story.” 

I was still skeptical. But there would be very clear and 
important checkpoints for challenging the story when I got 
to Brazil. Most important would be the judges, the at- 
torneys, and the court records of Arigo’s long-drawn-out 
trial proceedings. Here the harshest spotlight possible had 
been turned on Arigo. There would be both character 
witnesses and expert testimony to draw on, all of it under 
oath. 

Another important checkpoint would be former Presi- 
dent Juscelino Kubitschek. Here was a tough realist, the 
man who had built Brasilia, the most outstanding capital 
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in the world. The problem was — would I be able to find 
him, and to question him in depth? Others to check would 
be the Brazilian doctors, as many as I could get hold of; 
government officials; the clergy; the local townspeople; the 
police officials; foreign service officers, who could supply 
an outsider’s view on this incredible legend; former pa- 
tients; Arigo’s family; and any other leads that would be 
bound to spring up. 

I was satisfied from my preliminary probing that the 
story at least could either be confirmed or challenged to 
the point where it would fall apart. I was intrigued enough 
to take the risk, and so were the publishers. 

In the case of the Arigo research, there were often 
slightly conflicting reports. I had to weigh these carefully, 
and choose those from the source that appeared the most 
substantial. Whatever choice I made, it would not be made 
lightly. 


II 


I had one other problem, but it turned out to be an asset 
rather than a drawback. I had already contracted to write 
a book on the new, deadly Lassa virus that had suddenly 
sprung up from nowhere, deep in the Cameroon High- 
lands of northern Nigeria. In contrast to Arigo, this was 
a hard, tough, scientific, medical mystery story, with the 
most pragmatic and materialistic sort of documentation, 
including everything from electron microscopy to the en- 
tire staff of virologists at Yale and the government’s Cen- 
ter for Disease Control in Atlanta. 

Some interesting .things happened in Nigeria which ac- 
cidentally had a great deal of bearing on my attitude 
toward the Arigo research later. The tracking down of 
the Lassa virus story took me on a three-thousand-mile 
trip through Nigeria in a Land Rover, on what literally 
could be called a small-game safari, the virus being just 
about the smallest possible to pursue. 

The trip took me to lonely medical-missionary stations 
from near Lake Chad — in the very center of the widest 
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bulge of equatorial Africa — to the Jos plateau. It took me 
to government catering rest houses (vestiges of the British 
colonial days, mining camps, tribal villages, small Afri- 
can cities, provincial diplomatic posts, the medical re- 
search sections of Nigerian universities, and other places 
where tourists are not likely to venture. 

It was in the off-hours in places like this where 1 
learned that the local medicine man of the villages was 
held in the greatest respect by foreign diplomats, mis- 
sionary doctors, medical researchers, university professors, 
mining engineers — whatever the station of the European 
or American ex-patriot. Far from being an absurd car- 
toon character, the local witch doctor, medicine man, 
ju-ju man. or do-do mao — whatever the terminology that 
was used — was feared and respected in the community, 
and was not to be trilled with. 

But not from fear alone. Some of the witch doctors’ 
medical concoctions were being seriously studied by the 
University of Ibadan Medical" School, one of Africa’s 
imest. One concoction reduced malignant tumors to zero 
in laboratory niice. Further success in reducing psychosis 
to an absolute minimum was being studied and lauded by 
the World Health Organization of the United Nations, in 
line with Luis Rodriguez’s theories. 

The attitude of reasonable and intelligent men in Nige- 
ria created an atmosphere that opened my mind some- 
what for the trip to Brazil. 

en i arrived in Rio, I was filled with the cold 9 cruel 
realities of the Lassa virus, and the burned and dry 
famine-stricken savannas of the sub-Sahara. The contrast 
was a welcome change. The shift to the Portuguese 
language wasn’t welcome, however. It made the research 
very difficult. Eventually 1 was able to find interpreters 
who went out of their way to be helpful, I had a long list 
of leads for information. With the language barrier, it was 
a painstaking job to follow them up. 

My contacts with American and other journalists made 
it abundantly clear that whatever Arigo was, he wasn’t a 
fake. Their person al knowledge was verified In the files of 
the newspaper morgues and the court records over a 
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twenty-year period. This was a good foundation to work 
from, because I had planned to go directly back to the 
States if Arigo’s life and work appeared even slightly am- 
biguous. 

Kubitschek was most gracious when I called on him. 
He spoke in a deep, powerful, but labored English. He 
told me he was delighted that someone from the States 
was doing a book on Arigo, because he was utterly con- 
vinced that there had never been anyone in the history of 
medicine like him. He freely offered any information I 
wanted about his personal experiences with Arigo, and 
said that as a doctor and surgeon himself, he was dumb- 
founded by what Arigo could do. 

It was a stimulating and fruitful interview. When I 
asked him about Brasilia, his eyes lit up and he laughed. 
“Even my enemies admit that it has opened up Brazil to- 
day. I am proud of it.” He chuckled over the story of how 
he had been trapped into building the city by the spec- 
tator in the crowd at Congonhas. “I had forgotten com- 
pletely about that article in the Constitution that required 
the capital to be built. I could not go back on my word. 
So I built it.” 


Ill 

From that point on, confirmation of the Arigo phenom- 
enon came thick and fast. Jorge Rizzini’s color films were 
startling, vivid, and unchallengeable. Dr. Ary Lex and the 
author Hemani Andrade welcomed me to their homes and 
provided me with full information and documents on their 
studies of Arigo over two decades. 

I had lunch at the Sao Paulo Hilton with Dr. Antonio 
Ferrario Filho, an energetic, salt-and-pepper-haired ra- 
diologist, who not only confirmed Arigc s prowess in great 
detail, but Introduced me to the background of the Karde- 
cist intellectuals in Brazil. 

It seemed there was no one who didn’t have a friend or 
relative who had been successfully treated by Arigo. 
These included George and Susan Brown from the Amer- 


223 


ARIGO: Surgeon of the Rusty Knife 

lean Embassy; Joe and Kathleen Caltagironi, an Amer- 
ican investment banker and his wife; Elaine Handler, from 
Time magazine; Fred Perkins, the McGraw-Hill repre- 
sentative in Brazil, and his wife; Dr. R aim undo Veras, of 
the Centro de Rehabilitacao with branches in several Bra- 
zilian cities, and his son, Dr. Jose Carlos Veras; Dr. Clark 
Kuebler, a former professor at Northwestern University; 
and Guy Playfair, a British journalist. They and dozens of 
others went out of their way to provide leads and dig up 
information that would have been impossible to find other- 
wise. 

Particularly helpful was Mrs. Irene Granchi, of Rio, 
who supplied me with material from the exhaustive files on 
Arigo that she had kept since the beginning of his career. 
She introduced me to publishers and editors who, in turn, 
had their own stories about the healer. What I had thought 
would be a long, slow job of digging up scattered scraps of 
information turned out to be a problem of handling a tidal 
wave of material that was becoming almost unmanageable. 

I was met at the Belo Horizonte airport by Lauro Costa 
and his wife, and Maria Lucia, a volunteer worker in Dr. 
Veras’ Belo rehabilitation clinic. Whenever I needed any 
help in language or information, one or the other of them 
was always on hand. It is impossible to describe the pre- 
dominating attitude of the Brazilian people and not sound 
as if you are overpraising them to the skies. They will do 
anything for a visitor, to the point where it is almost un- 
believable. At first, it creates suspicion in you, until you 
find that their hospitality is utterly genuine and inbred. Al- 
though there must be exceptions, I never ran into any. 


IV 

Lauro and his wife drove me to Congonhas do Campo, 
translated interviews endlessly for three days and evenings, 
and never showed a sign of the exhaustion I felt. We were 
received so warmly by Arigo’ s widow, Arlete, and several 
of his grown sons that I felt like a prodigal son coming 
home. In addition to hospitality, they offered all Arigo ? s 
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dippings, diaries, and correspondence, and hours of anec- 
dotes they recalled regarding Arigo’s life and work. 

Arlete, her haid definitely in curlers, was a shy and diffi- 
dent woman, with a quiet, infectious charm. She was pre- 
paring to move to Belo to live near one of her sons who 
had recently moved there. Tarcesio, who was a strapping, 
bronzed young man in his twenties, handsome as a movie 
star, arranged for photocopying of any of the material I 
requested. 

He also drove me out to Arigo’s grave, high on the hill 
overlooking Congonhas in a small walled cemetery. It was 
late in the afternoon, and an ominous mountain thunder- 
storm was gathering. The scene turned into a black and 
gray El Greco painting as Tarcesio, who obviously wor- 
shiped his father, placed several roses on the grave and 
told me about the tragic accident on BR-135. On the way 
back to the village, he stopped and pointed out the place 
where the accident had happened two years before, as if 
this ritual might ease the pain that showed clearly in his 
face. ' 

Congonhas do Campo was as lovely as the tourist bro- 
chures said it was, although there were the poor and un- 
derprivileged that Arigo worked so hard in the service 
of. Even the awe-inspiring statuary of Aleijadinho could 
not erase that scar. At the little, open-front cafe near the 
Rua Marechal Fioriano, I met Dr. Mauro Godoy, now the 
mayor of the town, who claimed that neither he nor any- 
one else could explain how Arigo did what he did, but that 
there was no question in his mind that Arigo had literally 
been the eighth wonder of the world. 

He said that the more medical knowledge a person had, 
the more Arigo was appreciated. In fact, anyone who had 
not performed surgery would not be able to understand 
fully what it meant to cut into the deep organs of the body 
without tying off blood vessels and without anesthesia. As 
the one medical doctor who had had a chance to observe 
Arigo intensively over a long period of time, he was rather 
convincing. 

I wasn’t quite prepared for what happened the next day. 
The front-page headlines broke all over Brazil to reveal 
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that Arigo’s youngest brother, Eli, had suddenly declared 
that he had been visited by the same sort of hallucinations 
that had plagued Arigo in his early days, and that both 
Arigo and Dr. Fritz had appeared to him in the middle of 
the night to urge him to carry on the work of his de- 
parted brother. 

By noon, the town of Congonhas was beleaguered with 
reporters from the press, radio, and television, and nearly 
all the members of the Arigo family went into hiding. Eli 
was a successful law student at the university in Belo, and 
had been highly regarded in his work. I was able to corner 
him in the dining room of the Hotel Freitas, out of the 
way of the rest of the press that was looking for him. He 
looked something like a slighter version of Arigo, with 
bright, penetrating brown eyes, and seemed very disturbed 
and confused about the recent visitation, which he claimed 
he did not seek or want. 

Nearly all the rest of the family, including Arigo’s 
brothers and his sons, were dead set against the idea. They 
simply would not discuss it. By the time I left Brazil, the 
situation was still unresolved. 

One benefit that came out of the incident was that it 
brought Manchete photo-journalist Esko Murto to town, 
who was as widely informed as anyone about Arigo, hav- 
ing covered the healer in depth in several stories over the 
last nine or ten years of Arigo’s life. 

Esko, a native of Finland, was an intense, vital, intelli- 
gent reporter. Like so many others, he had found that his 
journalistic coverage of Arigo had changed his entire out- 
look. After having photographed Arigo in action many 
times, he was extravagant in his wonderment at the man. 
But this was true of nearly everyone who volunteered in- 
formation. I was a little disturbed by this, because I was 
convinced no man could have such a clean record. Even 
the padre at the Church of Bom Jesus was mild in his 
protest against Arigo, simply saying that the Church did 
not believe in what he had done. Most of the medical ad- 
versaries who had been against Arigo had softened. 

About the only thing I could dig up were rumors that 
Arigo had taken kickbacks on the prescriptions sold. But 
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I could not verify this, nor could anyone else. I could find 
no one who claimed he had suffered harm or injury from 
his treatments, nor anyone who even suggested that he 
used fakery of any sort. There had been psychics in the 
Philippines who claimed to do surgery similar to Arigo’s, 
but they had been easily exposed as fakes, and had refused 
direct observation in full daylight. 

On returning to Belo Horizonte, I was convinced that 
Judge Felippe Immesi would be able to give me a cold, flat 
appraisal of Arigo, including whatever drawbacks (beyond 
Arigo’s barnyard crudities, which everybody admitted and 
laughed off) the court proceedings had revealed. I was 
able to arrange a dinner with the judge at the Hotel Del 
Ray through a bright young Brazilian lawyer, Dr. Paulo 
Zanini, who had taken his law degree on a Fulbright fel- 
lowship at the University of Michigan and who could 
speak fluent English. He was also responsible for getting 
me Xerox copies of the haystack pile of court records of 
Arigo’s trial. 

I was more than surprised when Judge Immesi re- 
counted his own story, in full detail. He described his vol- 
untary observations of Arigo at work with revealing con- 
viction, told of his conferences with doctors who supported 
Arigo ? s position, as well as those against, and of his ago- 
nizing decision. He admitted that there was simply no way 
to describe the impact of watching Arigo operate, and that 
the man had to be accepted as a paranormal phenomenon 
that could not be defined. 


V 


Ouro Preto, which translates as “black gold,” is the 
Williamsburg of Brazil. It was once the richest mining 
town in the country, and its charming eighteenth-century 
architecture, so infinitely well preserved, reflects the intel- 
lectual and art center that it became. Some statuary works 
of Aleijadinho are here, in the baroque churches that 
guard the hillsides. From these heights, the dull-red tile 
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roofs create a tapestry like that of a French village on the 
Rhone. 

Along one of the steep cobblestone streets, I found the 
restaurant Calabouco, literally meaning “dungeon” or 
“jail. But its subterranean rooms, lit by bewitching 
candlelight, were a feast of colonial antiques that blended 
into a pastiche of charm. It was Esko Murto Who had told 
me to introduce myself to the owner, a White Russian, 
formerly Canadian and now a Brazilian citizen, Gerry 
Kanigan. She had been a professor of Slavic history in 
Canada, had taken her Master’s degree at the Sorbonne, 
had come to visit Brazil, fell in love with it, bought a farm, 
fostered an art center at Ouro Preto, and now managed 
her thriving bistro with the hand of a master. 

Esko had told me I could learn much from her about 
the whole ambience out of which Arigo grew. He was 
right. In her living room on the floor above the dungeon 
restaurant, she talked unstintingiy about what had hap- 
pened to her own outlook in the decade she had lived in 
Brazil. 

The whole exotic side of Arigo and his work is going 
to make you very confused,” she said, “unless you under- 
bid the basic belief under it all: that reincarnation is a 
fact; that the law of life is eternal evolution from one 
cellular creature to the galaxies.” 

She had been a specialist in the dualistic heresies of the 
Middle East, in which good and evil are viewed as equal 
adversaries. “It- took a long time for me to understand that 
this dualistic conception was a heresy, in fact,” she said. 
“I am now convinced, from arduous study and long reflec- 
tion, that a human being is a creature who continues to 
evolve indefinitely, that he sheds fives as he sheds clothes, 
and that the essential part of him continues. 

“Once you are able to believe that, the whole thing be- 
comes clear — especially in trying to understand Brazil. 
When a person dies, it is simply the shedding of a few 
atoms. We know from Lord Rutherford that atoms are 
principally empty space, anyway. You see, the phenome- 
non of reincarnation was turned into a coherent philoso- 
phy by Allan Kardec. I spent eight years in Brazil before 
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I had any interest in tills whatever. And although Brazil 
is mostly Catholic, you’ll find that eighty percent of them, 
when they are really in a pinch, off they go to consult a 
medium of some sort. 5 ’ 

She went on: 44 You can look at a medium in two ways. 
Either he or she is a super-multiple schizo, or you begin 
to accept possession . You have an absolutely tumultuous 
interchange with what we call reality— ^-what our eyes can 
see — and with what the Kardecists regard as spirits. Ac- 
tually, this doctrine is superlatively Christian when you 
think about it. The followers of Kardec regard God as 
an immensely powerful accountant or computer. Its mem- 
ory banks are infinite. You simply cannot get away with 
anything, so that whatever you do that is malicious or 
harmful in this life, you’ll pay the bill sooner or later, 
today or tomorrow.” 

When I tried to steer her more on course, to relate this 
to Arigo, she said: “We’ll get to that. But to understand 
Arigo, it’s good to understand some of this. The different 
levels of spiritist belief in Brazil are simply manifestations 
of the same thing, depending on the scope and mind of the 
person involved. People who are more intelligent, who 
don’t need the ritual of Umbanda and Quimbanda, become 
Kardecists. 

Arigo was amazing because he cut right across the 
entire spectrum. He was a god of the most important 
people in Brazil, as well as the poor and needy. I knew 
personally the wife of the director of the largest German 
mining combine, with enormous interests in Brazil. She 
was miraculously cured, after being given up as hopeless 
by the best doctors in Europe and America. But Arigo 
was only one — perhaps the greatest, because he could be 
so clearly confirmed — the only one of hundreds of others 
here in Brazil who work in spiritist hospitals, and achieve 
at least part of the success Arigo reached.” 

I went with Gerry Kanigan to an Umbanda meeting 
that night. It was far out in the country, in a little tile- 
roofed house that was totally dark as we approached it 
over bumpy ruts, far off the main road. We stumbled along 
a twisting path, tapped on the door, and entered. 
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It was hard to see in the large room, in spite of the 
candles flickering on a wide table at the opposite end. 
There must have been about fifty Brazilians, apparently 
farmers and their wives, and children, sitting on wooden 
benches along the plaster walls. In the center of the room, 
a tall, handsome black man in a white robe was pacing 
back and forth, alternately chanting and speaking in Por- 
tuguese, which I could not understand. On the table that 
served as an altar were figurines of many Catholic saints, 
but, surprisingly, mixed in among them were an Old Black 
Sambo type of thing, and what seemed to be some African 
totems. The men and women sat separately. On chairs in 
the center of the room were two women, dressed in white, 
their heads slumped on their chests, arms drooped to their 
sides, obviously in a trance. 

After more chanting, the congregation spontaneously 
burst into a hymn in Portuguese, which sounded for all 
the world like those sung in any Presbyterian or Methodist 
church in the States. The leader led the group, his eyes 
tightly closed, interspersing sermon-like phrases between 
the stanzas. Then he moved to the altar and took down a 
lantern sort of device, similar to the incense carrier used 
in Catholic and Greek Orthodox services. 

He lit a black powdery incense in the lantern, and 
swung it precariously around the room. There was no 
ventilation, and the smoke filled the room like a sudden 
fog rising on a mountain road. The leader moved along the 
benches, waving the lantern and continuing to chant. As 
he approached, each person stood up and received a gen- 
erous bath of the smoke, turning around in a circle to 
receive it. Following suit, I stood up too, turned a circle, 
fought back from coughing, and sat down again. 

After the ritual was finished, the two women seated in 
the center of the room came to life, although their eyes 
were still closed, their heads still drooped. They began by 
snapping their fingers, then shuddering, then chanting, 
beating their feet on the stone floor all the while. Women 
and children came up to them, and as they filed by, the 
women ran their hands down the sides of their bodies, as 
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if to sweep off any evil spirits that might be lingering. 
When the women were finished, the men came up to the 
leader, now seated in the center in a third chair, and the 
ritual was repeated. 

On the way back to Ouro Preto, Gerry Kanigan said to 
me: “You see, this is what Arigo was not, He used no 
ritual whatever, except for his preliminary prayers. Yet he 
was very close to these people in his artless, unaffected 
way. They have not shut themselves off from the springs 
of primeval origin. They are not encased in the cement 
overcoats we who are civilized surround ourselves with. I 
think we have much to learn from them.” 


VI 


I met with Gerry Kanigan once more, this time in Relo 
Horizonte. She had urged me to go with her to see a 
spiritual prophet of wide renown, who lived on the out- 
skirts of the city, and whose fame had spread throughout 
Brazil. He was blind, and he must have been well into his 
eighties. When we arrived at his modest house, he was 
sitting on the porch, his large, veined hands folded on the 
top of his cane. 

His name was Henri que Franco. He claimed to be a 
distant relative of the Spanish dictator, but held no love for 
him. Gerry had never met him before. She explained that 
I was an American journalist interested in Brazil and ex- 
ploring the background surrounding Arigo. 

He &aid there were dozens of Arigos in Brazil, but none 
had Arigo’ s capacity for demonstrating the truth of the 
spiritual world so graphically and so incontestably. He 
insisted that we all had spirit guides, but that we do not 
listen and do not believe. Not all are good, however, and 
we must feel them out with discernment. He said that the 
reason doctors are amazed at some of the cures Arigo 
brought about is that they fail to recognize that there are 
no illnesses, there are only the ill. 

“We come from mud on the way to God,” he said, 
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emphasizing that we constantly evolve through many rein- 
carnations. “Our suffering is the lapidation of the spirit. 
Life after death is the same as it is on earth. You have the 
same structure on a different molecular plane.” 

In contrast to Henrique Franco, the attitude of H. V. 
Walter was of a different sort. I found him in his British 
consulate office in Belo Horizonte, relaxed and jolly as 
usual. He had been in the foreign service in Brazil for over 
a quarter of a century, and seemed to thrive on it. In his 
late sixties, he was dressed in a suit that must have come 
from one of the better London tailors, yet he loosened his 
tie and leaned back in his chair, and welcomed the chance 
to talk about Arigo. 

“He was absolutely the most wonderful phenomenon of 
modern times,” Walter said. “You see, hardly anyone 
thought of going to him until every doctor he knew had 
given him up. That’s where Arigo’s value came in, and 
why his cures were 'so dramatic. I followed the case of 
Dr. Cruz’s sister. An absolute miracle. I’m going to take 
you downstairs to his office, and let him teU you about it 
firsthand. Both her father and her brother were fine doc- 
tors, very fine. Carlos Cruz himself is a dentist, and a 
graduate of the University of Brazil. They knew their pro- 
fessions, and they knew that Arigo had done what they 
could never do. I knew about Kubitschek’s daughter, and 
many other leading diplomats and statesmen who have 
confided in me about their own cures. 

“I don’t go in for any of the mystical stuff. Fm a 
pragmatist, a realist. What happened in Arigo’s case, hap- 
pened. It’s not to be believed— but it has to be.” 

Walter took me downstairs to Dr. Cruz’s office. It was 
jammed with people waiting, and a woman was in the 
chair. As soon as the consul explained to him that I was 
in Brazil from the States to do a story on Arigo, Dr. Cruz 
left his patient open-mouthed in the chair and took us out 
to the corridor. He talked for fifteen minutes about Arigo, 
confirming everything that Walter had said, and claiming 
that the time wasted in the legal proceedings against Arigo 
had been an international tragedy. If Arigo had been 
placed in a university for scientific study instead of being 
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prosecuted, Cruz said, we might have made major ad- 
vances in medicine and surgery. 

To get a North American point of view, I dropped by 
the United States Information Service office in Belo, first 
to touch base with compatriots after such a long absence, 
and second to see what the attitude toward Arigo was in 
these purlieus. There was the same confirmation, attested 
to either directly or indirectly by many of the staff, both 
American and Brazilian. 

Back in the States, I reviewed my research and fattened 
it with additional interviews with Belk, Puharich, Lau- 
rance, Cortes, and other members of the medical team of 
the Congonhas expedition. They were most helpful, espe- 
cially because my mind was so full of what I had absorbed 
in Brazil that it needed better focus. 

There were many new facets opening up in the study 
of the paranormal that they were all interested in explor- 
ing. As for me, it was all I could do to catch up on Arigo. 
Puharich had discovered Uri Geller,the Israeli phenome- 
non who promised to go far beyond Arigo in the realm of 
clairvoyance, psychokinesis, and other aspects of extra- 
sensory perception. I had all I could handle in trying to 
reconstruct the Arigo story. Whatever else there was be- 
yond that would be too mind-blowing for a journalist to 
contemplate. 

Without ever having seen the man, Arigo became real 
to me from the meticulous research and in writing these 
pages. I hope the reader will be able to sense some of this 
in the book. 


Afterword 


by Henry K. Puharich, M.D. 


I want to present a personal interpretation of what Arigo 
means to me. To understand that, one has to have a feel- 
ing for what it must have been like to be ‘'inside” of 
Arigo. Let’s begin at an elementary level, namely, the feel 
of Arigo’s hand while doing surgery. If you take an or- 
dinary butter knife and gently run the edge across your 
skin, you get an idea how this knife feels in the hand that 
moves it. You will notice that there is a gradation of pres- 
sure that can be applied, and that applying this pressure 
gives you a feeling of frictional forces, resistance of the 
tissues to being cut, control of the movement of the knife, 
and so on. You could learn all these nuances of the feel of 
a sharp knife by maneuvering it over other materials, such 
as foods used in your kitchen. In short, you would learn 
what every surgeon learns — the feel in one’s hand of a 
knife against tissue. 

Now I thoroughly knew this feel of a knife in my hand 
when it was used in surgery — human or animal. One day 
when I was standing beside Arigo in his Congonhas clinic, 
he asked a patient to stand against the wall — a man of 
forty-five years. Altimiro, Arigo’s assistant, handed a 
sharp, stainless-steel kitchen knife with a four-inch blade 
to Arigo. Arigo grabbed my right hand, thrust the knife 
into it, and closed his hand around my hand, so that the 
knife was doubly enclosed. Then he led my right hand to- 
ward the eyeball of the patient and ordered me to put the 
knife in the eye socket. I followed his orders and plunged 
the knife between the eyeball and the upper lid. As I did 
so, my right hand went limp — I could not proceed. I 
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feared that I would slash the eyeball and do permanent 
damage. Arigo again grabbed my right hand and said, “Go 
ahead. Do it like a man!” 

This order gave me the courage I needed. My fears 
vanished, as I plunged the knife deeply into the eye socket. 
Now I was in complete control of myself. As I moved the 
knife into the depths of the eye socket, I was amazed to 
discover that the tip of the knife had none of the familiar 
feel that a knife has against tissue. To give you the com- 
plete feeling of what my hand felt, do the following exer- 
cise: Take a pair of magnets and find the like poles of 
each. Then hold one magnet in each hand and bring the 
like poles toward each other. You will now experience 
repulsive forces between the two like magnetic poles, and 
these will be felt in your hands. This is a totally different 
sensation from that which you experienced with the butter 
knife against your skin. 

Now when I moved the knife into the tissues of the eye- 
ball and the eye socket, I felt a repulsive force between 
the tissues and the knife. No matter how hard I pressed 
in, there was an equal and opposite force acting on ray 
knife to prevent it from touching the tissues. This repulsive 
force was the secret of why no one felt pain when Arigo 
did his famous “eye checkup.” My patient did not feel any 
pain from my knife manipulations, either. 

It is obvious to me that Arigo could control that re- 
pulsive force, so that he could go ahead and cut tissue. 
And this, of course, should cause pain. But it is known 
that Arigo did not cause pain. I have observed, and so 
have others, that Arigo could cut tissues without using the 
sharp edge of a knife. Often he would cut using the dull 
edge of the knife. He has been known, when in a hurry, 
to cut tissues without a knife. In these rare instances he 
would use his hands and fingers to go through tissue. It is 
my opinion that the actual cutting agency was the repul- 
sive force, and not the knife or his fingers. 

I have no idea as to the nature of this repulsive force. 
But from electrical field measurements I carried out on 
Arigo (EEG, EKG, and GSR), I do not believe that this 
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repulsive force is in the electromagnetic spectrum. I be- 
lieve it is an unknown form of life energy. 

la September of 196' I went to Brazil to continue my 
studies of Arigo. I had seen him many times since that 
lipoma operation in 1963, and it had never occurred to 
me to ask for help myself. One day as I was working with 
Arigo, he suddenly turned to me and said, “You have 
otosclerosis.” I replied, I don’t know about that but I 
have a chronic infection and drainage in my left ear from 
a cholesteatoma.” 

Arigo said, Yes, you have had that for a long time, but 
the otosclerosis is new. Check it when you get home. I will 
give you a prescription that will cure both of your prob- 
lems.” In thirty seconds he had finished the following 
prescription: 

Para Dr. Puharich 

1° Tratamento 

3 vidros de micotir 
vide a bula 

3 vidros de hepadesicol 
tome 2 drageas apos cada refeicao 

1:5 frascos de gabromicina 
apl. no musculo 1 frasco de 
24 en 24 dias 

2° Tratamento 

40 ampolas de olobintin 
apl. no muscolo 1 ampola de 2 en 2 dias 
ampolas de Bituelue R de 1.000 
apl. no muscola 1 ampola de 3 
en 3 dias 


There is not much need to explain the items in the first 
ept to state that the first drug was an eardrop 
solution, the second was bile salts, and the third, gabro- 
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micina, was a primitive form of streptomycin that had 
largely been dropped from use by physicians. 

When I returned to the United States, I had the audi- 
ologist in my own laboratory run a hearing test on me 
with an audiometer. When the test was done, she volun- 
teered the diagnosis: “You have otosclerosis.” I checked 
the audiograms; Arigo was right. I did have otosclerosis — 
a hardening of the tissue over the small bones of the ear. I 
decided then and there to start Arigo’s prescription. 

Because of my odd working hours, it was easiest for 
me to give myself the injections just before I went to bed 
each night. I started the first treatment series on October 
1, 1967. This meant that I gave myself the injection of the 
gabroraicina once a day. By the fourteenth of October I 
had developed a reaction to this form of streptomycin. I 
had a swelling and tenderness in my hands and palms and 
in my feet and toes. Therefore I had to stop the injections 
and wait for the allergic reaction to disappear. By the 
twenty-fifth of October I was in good enough shape to 
begin the second treatment. I finished the second treatment 
on January 11, 1968. I was free of the ear-drainage prob- 
lem that had plagued me all my life, and have continued 
to be so this day. Over the next six months my audiograms 
showed that my otosclerosis had disappeared, and my 
hearing improved. 

On January 11, 1971, I was working in my office at 
Intelectron Corporation in New York City when the tele- 
phone rang. I answered it, and a young woman whose 
name I don’t now recall blurted out the following; “I am 
looking for Dr. Puharich.” 

I replied, “This is he speaking.” 

“Dr. Puharich, I just got a telephone call from a TV 
station in Rio de Janeiro, Brazil, asking for you to com- 
ment on the death of Arigo.” 

“Would you please repeat that? I don’t think I clearly 
heard what you said,” I stuttered. 

She repeated her statement. I said, “Are you sure of 
what you are saying— that Arigo is dead?” 

She replied to the effect that all she knew was what had 
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been relayed to her. I told her that I could not reply be- 
cause of my shocked state. 

I sat back in my chair. It was not possible for Arigo, 
the greatest healer In the world, to be dead! He was too 
young, too vital. Besides, he was- the hope of thousands, 
perhaps millions of people who looked to him as the wit- 
ness to higher powers. There must be a mistake, I thought. 
I had to check this out myself. I called friends in Brazil, 
who confirmed the dread news that Arigo had been killed 
in an auto accident. 

I was personally despondent. The loss of Arigo to me 
was as though the sun had gone out; the planet earth and 
humanity had lost their great luminary. I had suddenly 
become impoverished. The shock was so deep to me that 
I decided to go on a fourteen-day fast and reexamine all 
my life, to weigh the meaning of Arigo, in life and In 
death. 

Near the end of my fast, I came to some strong per- 
sonal conclusions. The first was that I had failed both 
Arigo and humanity by not completing my studies of 
Arigo’s healing work. I now realized that I should have 
dropped my other work in 1963 and concentrated all my 
efforts on him. I was sure there would never be another 
Arigo in my lifetime. But if there was, I would not fail the 
next time. 

I looked back over the ten years since I had moved to 
New York from California. I had become a slave to my 
company, to my inventions, and to a complex, costly way 
of life. While it was true that I had been issued some fifty 
patents for my inventions which promised to help people 
with deafness, I could not really make any more creative 
contributions in this area. Others would carry on what I 
had started. But most of all I wanted to get into the full- 
time study of the mysterious powers of the human mind. 
One day I made my decision: I would resign from all my 
duties and jobs with foundations, companies, and labora- 
tories, and give myself two years to find a place in full- 
time psychical research. 

When I informed my family and colleagues of my deci- 
sion, they groaned and tried to talk me out of it. By April 
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1, 1971, I had freed myself of all my professional ties and 
begun my new way of life. I had two goals: one was to 
develop a theoretical base for my research; the other was 
to find human beings with great talents who would co- 
operate as research subjects. With respect to the first, I 
spent two months pulling together all my ideas into the 
“Theory of Protocommunication,” which I was to present 
at an International Parapsychology Conference in France 
in August 1971. 

1 had made contact with the startling psychic capacities 
of an Israeli, Uri Geller, by letter, and he agreed to see 
me in Israel the week before the conference and give me 
an opportunity to test his alleged talents. The result of 
this meeting was that I spent the next two years in an 
intensive study of this twenty-five-year-old man's powers. 

Uri Geller proved to have power over inorganic things 
equivalent to what Arigo had over organic and living 
things. He was able to concentrate on metals and cause 
them to bend and split; he could repair complex devices 
like watches and computers; he could make objects disap- 
pear and reappear, and even translocate them over dis- 
tances of thousands of miles. The probe for the source and 
nature of these powers has been fully covered in my book 
Uri (Doubleday, 1974). There are also other details about 
Arigo given in that book, details which John Fuller would 
have no way of documenting firsthand as he has carefully 
done in this one. 

Today there is a Uri Geller. I am sure there will be 
other Arigos. It is up to mankind to cease and desist from 
persecuting these messengers from the higher powers of 
the universe and to learn the truth from them. 


November 2, 1973 
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